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DIANA ARDWAY 

CHAPTER I 

THE CRASH OF HOOFS 

IT was one of those inspiring dreams when we carf 
fly — not with any feather-bed, stained-glass- 
angel wings, but as spirits really do, just by 
willing. We are our own every-day selves, even in 
looks and dress, except that we have conquered grav- 
ity and all other natural laws, and can dart through 
the rooms of a house, the trees of a forest, or soar 
among the stars with equal ease: we are the Ka, 
the astral body of the Egyptians, with the soul, 
the intelligence, added, and we feel a power, an exal- 
tation, such as comes but in a few supreme moments 
of life. Some people dream that they have to flap 
their arms to fly, and though I know better, even in 
my dream, I sometimes give a quick wave of my hand, 
a sort of half swimming stroke, when I want suddenly 
to increase my speed or change my direction. But 
these are memories of our clumsy earth-body which 
the spirit cannot shake off in its first gropings 
toward freedom. 

This time I was soaring slowly up a beautiful 
mountain road, keeping within a yard of the ground 
in a horizontal position to watch the dew-jewels on 
flowers and spiders* webs and breathe the full 
strength of the balsam distilled by the night damp. 
The birds sang, the squirrels and chipmunks diat- 
tered,insects hummed and chirped, and tiie level beams 
of the rising sun behind me turned everything to 

9 



12 DIANA ARDWAY 

against all the Articles of War, but Frothingham 
never missed his shave ^fter that, and I never saw 
him drunk; No man who wore a beard ever attained 
his full spiritual growth — notwithstanding the 
church windows ! So in the roughest places a hefty 
wanderlust has taken me into, I have shaved every 
morning, hundreds of times by candle or lamp light, 
to be out with the sun; and my spiritual growth 
is coming on fine ! 

Khaki riding breeches, leather leggings, ranch 
spurs, and brown linen military blouse with patch 
pockets and standing collar, and down to the living- 
room, ablaze from the eastern window, for berries, 
porridge, Spanish omelet, and cocoa; then out into 
the mountain morning, already five degrees warmer. 
One joyous bark, and Duke danced frantically round 
me, trying to wag his pushrbutton tail. Duke is 
a fifty-five-pound brindle and white bulldog, of 
English stock bred in Cuba ; " some dog,'* according 
to my taste, though friends of mine in the Bulldog 
Club of America and the Bulldog Breeders' Associa- 
tion of America (I try never to have them meet) 
pick all kinds of holes in him — ^but no two the same 
holes! That's just on his looks; for when it comes 
to sense Duke has more than fifteen kennel-bred dogs, 
he and his parents having been my companions down 
there. 

Yuan-kai stood at Bruja's head (pronounced 
Bruha, hard on the h, meaning " witch " in Spanish), 
but making no more pretense of holding her than she 
did him. She whinnied and snuggled her nose in my 
hand, and not for sugar either, for I never feed 
animals myself. Bruja is a dark chestnut mare, 
aXbazan qiiemada, bred from the two best Andalusian 
strains left in Cuba, fourteen hands three inches, and 
as big a horse as you can use round cattle. She has 
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the most beautiful straight legs I've ever seen, taper- 
ing to tiny hoofs; arched neck, splendid chest and 
withers, short-coupled to turn quick, a gamy little 
head, and big dark blue eyes as soft as a doe's, never 
showing a glint of white. When you see that, you 
may know you have found a perfect disposition. I'm 
waiting to find it in a woman. 

I swung up, picked up the bridle, and Bruja hit 
up her wonderful marcha [single-foot], while Duke 
catapulted into the road. Right from my gate 
toward the east it plunges down through Catskill 
Clove at a terrific grade to Palenville in the Hudson 
River Valley; to the west it passes through the 
Tillage of Haines Falls (my bungalow is the last 
liouse on the south side of the road), on to Tanners- 
ville. Hunter, and the rest. 

We turned west through the village, where the 
"thrifty Aborigines were already at work spreading 
lures of fresh paint, mowed lawns, geranium beds, and 
white-washed stone-walls for the summer boarder — 
few of whom had yet arrived — and also delving in 
their truck-patches. They greeted me affably by 
name, this being my third summer here, and I being 
a tax-payer and voter of the town. I guess the 
wire-haired local Republicans see that my vote is 
voted, too, though I never have cast it yet. I cheered 
them in turn with a prophecy of a stifling hot summer 
which would drive the whole of New York City to the 
mountains, and we parted with mutual esteem ; their 
kiyis returning from the tall timber of woodsheds and 
out-houses as Duke disappeared, while the cats pre- 
tended they had been birds'-nesting ! 

Crossing the tracks of the Stenog & Saleslady 
R. R., with its rotten little station, then those of the 
cunning little narrow-gauge Cottontail & Chipmunk 
Railway, the infant prodigy of all Robber Barons, 
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we struck north for the wild country, ^ing up all 
the while. There was not a breath of wind, and the 
air was a champagne bath. The sun began to suck 
up the night mist from the cafion of Catskill Clove 
in fantastic shapes and writhing monsters ; but just 
as they reached our level and seemed about to devour 
us, they vanished. Round Top and several other 
mountains were belted with a horizontal sword of 
cloud, a third of the way down from the summit. 

Duke was busier than Citizen Fixit; every chip- 
munk who frisked along a wall or squirrel who scolded 
from a tree had to be put in his place, while the flirt 
of a cotj;on-tail caused a regular charge of Balaclava 
into the roadside jungle of berry-bushes, sumach, and 
sweet-fern. When we struck a level spot Bruja hit up 
a hand-gallop, and Duke settled down to face a stem 
problem in transportation and, sport forgotten, came 
pounding after us like a motor-truck. 

Now and then we'd jump a wall or rail fence into 
a pasture and ^o 'cross-country through a few fields 
round into the road, but nothing over thiee feet. I 
ride at one hundred and eighty-five pounds, with a 
cowboy's long stirrup and a McClellan army saddle 
with a high pommel, dangerous for jumping. The 
saddle weighs thirty pounds more, with its big box- 
stirrups and many-folded saddle-blanket, and, as I 
have said, Bruja is only fourteen and a third hands. 
Then, a Mexican curb bit, with no snaffle-rein, is not 
part of a jumping outfit, either. But for anything 
else — come on ! 

At seven o'clock we passed a cross-road leading 
to Onteora Park, where are the handsomest houses 
in all the mountains, and sis Duke was showing a yard 
of tongue, we settled down to a walk. The sun was 
behind me, patching the earth with black and gold; 
the dew- jewels glittered on flower and spider-web, 



THE CRASH OP HOOFS 15 

everything alive was telling how happy it was — I 
might have been back in my dre€un! I stroked 
Bruja^s velvet neck, and she turned her head a few 
inches to the right so she could look back at me, and 
cocked her right ear back for a compliment. She 
got it in the purest Castilian: 

^^ Thou enchantress of Arabia and Andalusia, rid- 
ing thee is just as good as flying; " and from pure 
joy I burst into song, very loud, deep song, meant 
for large open spaces. 

"Werm die SchwaJben heimwdrts fliegen ** 

The crash of hoofs thundered in the road behind 
me! I started violently and a cold chill went down 
my back. 

** Oh, my absent hardware ! '' flashed through my 
mind; then I spun Bruja round to face this Thing 
that could gallop out of dreams into reality. 

A splendid black horse in a lather of sweat, ridden 
by a blonde boy without a hat, came down on us at a 
dead run. No, it was a girl, a child, riding astride in 
boots and breeches, her linen coat streaming out be- 
lund. Then I gasped to see the horse had no bridle 
and was running away. I jerked Bruja dear into 
the ditch on the right side of the road, so the runaway 
would not shy at us and throw his rider, and as they 
swept past I saw that the head-piece of the bridle 
had slipped off, and that the girl held it pulled up 
against the horse's chest ; also that she sat as straight 
and calm as an Indian, and that the horse was a mare. 

A bound, we were out of the ditch; another, we 
were after them. The black mare was nearly a hand 
taller than my chestnut, and with that child's weight 
up she should run rings round our two hundred and 
fifteen pounds. Still, she had run some distance and 
— Bruja is Bruja ! Pressing my hands on her shoul- 
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ders, I leaned forward and threw my whole weight 
on them, giving the same effect as if I rode a short- 
stirnip racing-saddle. In the big army or ranch 
saddles the weight is too far back from the shoulders 
to get the best speed out of the horse ; but it divides 
it more evenly between fore and hind legs and so 
prevents stumbling, and makes them stop and turn 
much more quickly, the vital points in a cow-pony. 
Then I talked to her in her own language. 

" Most beautiful sweetheart, and Pride of Santa 
Clara Province, remember that the ace of clubs brand 
of La Finca Ranch embellishes your left side imder 
your saddle blanket; remember that you are no bas- 
tard Cuban horse, bred from God alone knows what, 
when, or where, as the buzzards breed ; but that your 
mother cost me mountains of gold, and the service of 
your father a woman's love; for it is recorded in 
heaven that Dona Intensa never believed that my 
devotion to Dona Luz had for its sole object the gain- 
ing of her intercession with her father, Don Miguel, 
to lend me his stallion, Chispa. Therefore, remem- 
ber the two historic strains that meet in you, which 
for centuries have carried but Knights, Hidalgos, and 
Princes through storied Andalusia ; and centuries be- 
fore that remember the goat-skin tent your ancestors 
shared with Bedouin Sheiks, the chopped raw meat 
and dates they ate, the beautiful slender woman who 
cared for them, their passion, the danger, the glare 
of the desert, the sting of sand in the wind, the crash 
of cymbals, the blood! Remember these things, O 
Queen of a line of queens, and fly ! '* 

Bruja settled down so low I thought my feet 
would touch, and skimmed the ground with no more 
up and down motion than a card scaled through the 
air. That was her Arab blood. Slowly her body 
grew hot and wet under my hands : presently a white 
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thread of lather formed right round the edge of the 
thick saddle-blanket and spread by queer crooks and 
zigzags forward over her shoulders and backward 
over her withers; now her nostrils opened out like 
red poppies, and flecks of foam flew back from her 
bit; then — we were lapping the black mare's flank! 
She was breathing harder than Bruja, and now and 
then swayed her head uneasily. . . . Now we 
were neck and neck. 

The child sat straight and stolid, never glancing 
at me. I noticed she had the most wonderful copper 
hair, that blazed in the sun till you'd think it would 
shrivel her up. Also, it was full of kinks and waves 
and was caught in a long thick knot which came down 
between her shoulders; they were good, too, with a 
long, flat back. When my knee was a foot ahead of 
hers I said: 

" I've got nothing to rope her with, so take your 
feet out of the stirrups, and I'll lift you off and catch 
the mare afterwards." 

To my amazement, she flashed a pair of black 
eyes on me — black with a little red flame of rage in 
each — and said fiercely : 

** Don't you dare touch me ! I'll never get off this 
horse ! " 

Well, I hadn't run Bruja pretty near out just to 
have a hot-air argument with any punk child, so I 
swerved her into the black, threw my right arm round 
the kid, and heaved. She dug her nails and knees 
into the saddle to hold on, but that heave would have 
started a fence-post, so she nearly flew over my head. 
As the horses swung apart, I leaned way back in my 
saddle and called sharply : 

*'Para.r' [Whoa.] 

Bruja sat down on her hind legs like a stone 
griffin, her fore-legs sticking straiight out in front, 
2 
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plowed up the road for fifteen feet, and stopped dead. 
I set the child squarely on her feet, still rigid with 
anger, and asked : 

" What's the mare's name? ^ She glared at me 
for answer, and I nonchalantly turned my chestnut's 
tail to the vanishing Black. " Oh, very well, let her 
run home, and they will always believe she threw 
you ! " 

She bit her lip, struggling between two thorns 
of pride, then snapped out, " Medea.'* 

" Then I'll be Jason and soon bring her into 
camp. My bulldog is coming some time. His name is 
Duke. Tell him to rest up." 

Frozen silence! We started on our quest at a 
comfortable single-foot, and once I looked back. 
That cub was shaking her fist at me ! After a ten- 
minute jog, I saw by the trail that Medea had come 
down to a trot at that point ; two hundred yards fur- 
ther, to a walk; just beyond, her bridle lay in the 
roadside grass. As she had stopped to crop a mouth- 
ful, it had fallen clear — a miracle that she hadn't 
stepped in it while running alone and broken her neck ! 
Scooping it up without checking Bruja, I strapped 
the head-piece behind my saddle and spliced the reins 
together into a lariat; at the next turn I saw her 
ladyship grazing quietly. 

Slowing to a walk, I whistled a tune and called 
her name alternately, and she allowed us to come 
near enough to smell noses with my chestnut, then 
turned away. My noose settled beautifully over her 
head, and I snapped it tight right over her wind- 
pipe. She reared and plunged, and I had to keep 
edging toward her to ease the strain on my tackle; 
but she soon calmed down and I was able to take 
a half -hitch of the strap round her lower jaw, and 
snapped it a couple of times just to let her know 
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she was home. Next I put Bruja's bridle with its big 
Mexican bit on her, and, dismounting, sprang on her 
back. 

I am sorry to say she reared! 
• ••••••'• 

Let us draw the veil over the next five minutes. 

Even Bruja, who was jealous of Medea from the 
start, has never told what happened to her then — 
an example of the team spirit at La Finca Ranch* 
When it was all over I slipped the black's head-piece 
on the chestnut, ¥dth the reins as a lead-strap, and 
started bad^, soothing and petting Medea all the 
way like a father, and telling her that old fatherly 
lie that it had hurt me more than it had her — which 
she believed, and grew very gentle and friendly. But 
Bruja watched us in a black rage. 

The child sat on a boulder looking down at Duke, 
who lay with his huge head between the toes of her 
dainty tan riding-boots, gazing up at her with adora- 
tion bulging from his pop eyes. She certainly had 
taken him into camp! Remembering the temper I 
had left her in, I expected nothing less than battle 
and sudden death when she saw the mare's bloody 
sides ; but you never can tell ! She did see them, for 
she passed us in cold and critical review; raised her 
eyebrows ever so slightly, looked up at me, and — 
smiled ! Pearl of the Antilles ! That kid's eyes were 
gray! But so dark that when she was mad they 
turned black. If I knew a pair of lamps like those on 
any grown-up girl, she should be all my heroines! 
I mean, all my heroines, ink and footlight, should be 
pieces of her. 

She spoke graciously: " I'm glad you caught her. 
Aunt Emeline would have been scared to death." 

Having inspected us to his satisfaction, Duke lay 
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down at her feet again and resumed hia adoration. 
My courage came back strong. 

** She deserves to be, if she lets you ride that ner- 
vous, high-strung mare all alone! ^ 

" WeU, I do/' 

It was such a femininely conclusive answer that I 
made a concession: ** Probably your Aunt knows 
nothing about horses, and doesn't realize the danger; 
but you should." 

^^ But I think grooms and chauffeurs just spoil 
the country." 

*^ Now, for a city-bred spoiled child, that's some 
sense! So the best thing is to get a gentler horse 
or get this one thoroughly broken. Although," and 
I stroked her neck meditatively, " she's learned a lot 
in the last half-hour." 

It Wfiw the last straw, and Bruja's temper boiled 
over. With a snarl like a cat and as quickly, she 
whirled and let go both heels in Medea's ribs. The 
mare snorted in terror, but instantly grew quiet under 
my hand. The girl sprang up dismayed. 

" My goodliess ! What made her do that? " 

" Well, she's Andalusian, and she^s jealous of the 
Black because I patted her." 

** But how wonderful for a horse to be jealous 
like a person ! " 

" Why, animals who live with us, like horses do on 
a ranch, get very human; though, when you come 
down to it, humans have never invented a new pas- 
sion, except perhaps avarice; they've just put a few 
frills on the fimdamental animal ones." 

** I think it's perfectly splendid ! But do you live 
on a ranch? " 

*^ About seven months of the year." 

"Where is it? I've been out west." 

But for the moment I was Mrs. Grundy, with pub- 
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lie morals to elevate, and walked over to Bruja, who 
eyed me defiantly, but didn't quite dare put her ears 
back. Taking firm hold of the lead-strap, I hissed in 
her ear, " Sin verguenza tu! " [Thou shameless one], 
slapped her twice on the muzzle, and turned my back 
on her, hands clasped ^behind me. 

The kid's eyes grew^wide with wonder and pity, 
and presently she whispered: 

" Oh, the poor thing! ! She's terribly sorry and 
ashamed. Do speak to her! Look, she's stretching 
out her neck to sniff your hand, but doesn't quite dare 
touch it. Do please speak to her! " 

I felt the mare's warm breath on my hands and 
crossed my arms over my chest; looking spellbound 
through those gray eyes into a very unusual heart. 
Dark trouble flooded up in them now. 

*^ Oh, how can you be so cruel? I — ^I believe she's 
going to cry ! " with a catch in her voice, 

Bruja took a faltering step nearer, and slowly, 
slowly sniffed up my back to my blouse collar, hesi- 
tated a moment, then touched her velvet muzzle to my 
neck. Slipping my hand round it, I pressed it 
against my cheek. The trouble-shadows faded from 
the gray eyes and two tears welled up and filled 
them brimming full, but did not run over. Holding 
my breath for fear they would, I stared and stared 
at the most beautiful thing I had ever seen in the 
world, to bum it into my memory. Then I quickly 
turned away, for if I had seen those eyes turn away 
from me, I should have lived under a shadow ever 
after. Hastily patting the mare, I took off her 
saddle and blanket. 

** Oh, how much prettier she is without that clumsy 
saddle — a perfect beauty? May I pat her? And 
what's her name? " 

" Certainly. Bruja, witch." 
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" Were you alluding to me, sir? '' 

" Both." 

I never saw my chestnut lady make friends so 
readily, but, then, her heart was softened by adver- 
sity. Any way, I profited by it to put her saddle on 
the Black and the Black's on her — they had already 
swapped bridles. 

The child clapped her hands. " Are you going 
to let me ride her? " 

" Yes, I want you to see what a really broken 
horse is for once; besides '* 

" Why, Medea is beautifully trained — almost a 
high-school horse ! " 

" That's not broken. Shall I put you up? " 

A flash of scorn, and she was up like a smoke- 
wreath and took in her reins tight. At that signal, 
of course, Bruja hit up her best single-foot and 
started down the road at a four-minute gait. The 
poor Kid was all at sea, holding her legs tense and 
trying to " rise " in 'Merican or " post " in Anglo, 
as if it were a trot. But Medea and I were beside 
her before she was shaken to pieces. 

" It's single-foot. Let yourself hang perfectly 
limber from the waist down, and let the bridle hang 
loose — she has a very tender mouth," 

She soon caught on. " Oh, now I've got it ! 
Isn't it splendid? No motion at all, just like sitting 
in a chair. And how fast she goes ! But when I tried 
to trot, I thought I'd fly apart.'* 

" She has a nice, gentle trot too, but single-foot 
is the pride of her blood." 

I explsiined that the mare was bridle-wise, and 
showed her how to hold her bridle-hand a trifle high 
to let the loose rein fall against the neck on the 
opposite side to that in which she wanted to turn, 
and never feel the bit except to start her or stop her 
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short in an emergency. She seemed to understand, 
but the next minute jerked her hand to the left, 
yanking the right rein against the neck. At that 
hurry call, of course, Bruja bunched her feet and 
spun round to the left as if she were cutting out a 
loco bull yearling. Surely the child could ride, or she 
would have made the record gliderless glide into the 
berry-bushes ! 

" For heaven's sake, cow-ponies don't steer as 
hard as Long Island cat-boats ! Mine have microme- 
ter adjustments." 

After that all went well, and presently she asked: 

" What was it you started to say just as I 
mounted? " 

Blankly: "Hum?" 

" Yes, some other reason for my riding Bruja, I 
think? " 

" Oh ! Only that the Sable Enchantress's nerves 
had been badly jangled, and that you'd be safer 
on the chestnut. Besides, she suits you better. On the 
other you look like a bean on a tar-barrel." 

A flash from the gray lamps that would have 
done credit to greenery yellowy cat's eyes. 

" I am five feet four inches with my hair flat ! " 

" And two-inch heels ! " 

" I never had a pair over an inch and a half. 
Look at these ! " 

I looked. "Hum! I'd say they skimmed the 
limit." Stony silence. " But you're sure to grow 
several inches yet." 

" Grow ! " — it fairly shot into me. " How aid do 
you suppose I am? " 

" Why — ^I generally size 'em up by the length of 
their skirts " — with a glance at her riding togs. 
" But I'd say — from observation merely — that you 
weigh ninety- five pounds." 
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Two more flame geysers. ^^ I weighed one hun- 
dred and two pounds last winter! " 

** Then, it was with your fur coat ! " 

Furious or confessing silence for two whole nnn- 
utes, and I chuckled to be safely past it. Fatuous 
male ! With witheringly distinct enunciation, it came: 

***Did you not hear me ask how old you thought 
I was?" 

Up against it ! How the devil is a bachelor to tell 
their ages except by the length of their skirts and 
their — er — chest-expansion — before twenty ; their 
complexion and — er — studio-brokeness before thirty ; 
and the lines in their face and cords in their neck, 
or their shelf-angle, according as they dry or fatten 
up, after thirty ? But I plunged in and said out loud, 
"Fourteen," saw the storm gathering, and yelled, 
** And a half! " so quick I thought I was safe. No, 
indeedy ! Out of the storm came a blaze that " All 
tobrent me," as Mallory would say; and then she 
bumped — yes, actually — a plain, punk, ordinary, 
female girl-child — ^humped her little toy spurs into 
the Pride of La Finca Ranch and of the whole 
Manicaragua Valley ! 

Certainly the earth never came nearer to opening 
and swallowing anybody than it did then! Bruja 
started so quick that the Kid's head snapped back, 
and I couldn't decide whether I was afraid her neck 
had or hadn't cracked. And then Duke — yes, Duke, 
whom I raised on a bottle and have broken more 
tobacco-poles over than I'm years old — went charg- 
ing after her and disappeared in her cloud of dust, 
leaving me — ^me, his master — sitting there in the road 
with my eyes bulging and my jaw hanging down! 
Oh, the times were out of joint, and only Voodoo 
magic could make a copper-haired she-cub muss up 
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my life like this ! A mercy I didn't wear my gun and 
machete, or she'd have pouched those too ! 

My goodness ! If Yuan-kai should ever hear of 
it, nothing in this world would prevent his wringing 
that Kid's neck and cooking and eating Duke alive ! 
Alone in a crumbling Cosmos, I turned Medea into the 
shortest cut home and let her out — down grade or 
not — and if she broke her knees, why let her ! McU- 
dita que sia la yegtia prieta y au ama la rvhia tarn- 
bien!* 

* Cursed be the black mare and her miBtreas the blonde as 
weU. 



CHAPTER n 

BEYOND TELEPATHY 

YUAN-KAI greeted the Black with the Im- 
passiveness of the Orient. Nothing mattered 
unless Bruja had been hurt, and in that case 
he would be sent to doctor her and would soon know 
far more of her condition than I could tell. On the 
other hand, supposing I had bought the Black — a 
most unlikely proceeding without consulting him — ^he 
would examine her carefully when he heard the price 
and pass on the bargain after smoking over it. I 
addressed him in Spanish with an oppressive sense of 
guilt: 

*^ Yuan-kai, I shall keep for a few days this mare 
whose name is Medea, in order to break her for a 
friend who will keep Bruja. Therefore, I will ride 
her to-morrow in the morning, and you will bathe 
her sides and mouth with whatever seems good to you ; 
furthermore, you will exercise Gallo.'' [Pronounced 
GyOj meaning rooster.] 

" Muy bien, Senor.^^ [Very well, sir.] 

Fondly I watched his retreating figure. He had 
calmed and heartened me. Here I felt was an im- 
pregnable fortress against the Copper Cataclysm, 
an ultimate bound beyond which her fury could never 
rage. Almost blithely I crossed the cozy square 
hall and — a little less courageously — peered into my 
beloved library, just to be sure the wreck and ruin 
of my animate world had not engulfed the inanimate. 
All quiet on the Potomac! Its inspiring atmosphere 
lay unperturbed. 

My bungalow is of solid cement, thirty feet by 



BEYOND TELEPATHY 27 

fifty, two stories, with steep, red tiled roof in four 
gables; in these are two servants' rooms, and could 
be four, with four master's rooms on the second floor, 
and a separate shower and bath. The house faces 
west, with the front door and square hall in the 
middle of the long side, the kitchen end toward the 
road. The library, which is the living-room, thirty 
by twenty feet, occupies all the south end, almost 
hanging over Catskill Clove. It has a window at 
either end £Uid on the long south side looking across 
the Clove, all of them nine feet broad and three 
high, with diamond-paned casements. 

In the middle of the north side is the fireplace, to 
the west of it the door into the hall, to the east of it 
one into Yuan-kai's pantry, with the kitchen beyond. 
On the west of the south window is the piano, and 
beyond that in the comer a seven foot by five divan, 
with a mate to it in the south-east comer. Book- 
shelves, cover the walls to the height of five feet and 
extend under the windows, and the dining-table stands 
before the pantry door. My mahogany stand-up 
desk rises in the sim blaze from the east window. It 
was once the pulpit in a Presbyterian Church, and 
slides up and down. I work standing up, and the 
desk has to be six inches lower for my typewriter 
than just to write on. Blithe again, I sprang up- 
stairs, had a shower, dressed in knickers, golf -stock- 
ings, heavy mountain shoes, and outing shirt with 
soft collar, drank a pitcher of milk, and reread 
Marjorie's letter of the night before. 

It was a dash, or at least a dot between two 
dashes; I wonder where? Thanking me for inspect- 
ing the work on her bungalow and installing Mrs. 
Lewis to clean, she said Fleming Hall would drive her. 
Bertha Marston, and Bctrbara up in his car on Fri- 
day, while his chauffeur drove up her nmabout. 
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Please to have Yuan-kai provision the house; see that 
the leak in the bathrroom and the rotten board in the 
veranda were fixed; was Kiltie (her collie) perfectly 
well; and, of course, I would come to dinner? 

I was glad Fleming was to be useful, and some- 
body had to amuse Bertha. Then I tore up the letter 
and went down to work, and in spite of my checkered 
morning the Muse hovered near, and my characters 
did just the right things all by themselves ; so I was 
amazed when Yuan-kai came in to draw back the 
portiere and open the door into the pantry — ^there 
is a baize swing-door on his side — in token that it 
was 12:30. 

While I ate a perfectly bully breakfast and looked 
at the outside of the mail, Yuan-kai said Duke had 
come home at eleven o'clock, and I charged him 
straightly with Marjorie's commissions. 

After answering the mail, I worked till four 
o'clock, and then interviewed Duke. He was sincerely 
contrite, but not servile, and as he had seen me gallop 
after the child in the beginning, there were extenuat- 
ing circumstances ; so I hung up the rawhide, ordered 
him chained up, and started on my tramp. Then 
indeed the way of the transgressors was hard ! 

Next morning was dark and lowering, still, to be 
doubly sure of avoiding highwaywomen, I plunged 
Medea down the grade to Palenville, with a good ten 
miles on the flat. By that time she was pretty well 
bridle-wise and learning generally, her affections be- 
ing much easier to win than Bruja's. We got back 
before eight, just as it began to pour. Duke's en- 
forced retirement had continued. As Yuan-kai took 
the Black's bridle, he looked at me with distinct ad- 
miration. Now, Yuan-kai is dignified and taciturn 
even for an oriental ; not once in a moon can I detect 
a shadow of expression in his face, well as I know 
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him. In a dope-dream as to what in the devil I had 
done to be admired — that is, more than usual — I 
nearly scalded my skin off under the shower ! 

It had grown so much darker since the rain began 
that my cheery hall looked Uke the inside of a vest 
pocket and the library like an overcoat pocket, in 
spite of the three nine-by-three-foot casement win- 
dows, facing east, south, and west; that is, three 
diamond-paned casements to each window. I think 
they are as romantic and adventurous as the ordinary 
high, narrow windows are garish and Philistine. Just 
the same, I had to push my desk right up to the east 
one to see to write, and almost switched on the elec- 
tricity ; only, I knew the strangeness of it at that hour 
would cramp my work for the day. 

And it was at a very critical point: to begin 
Act II with a scene between the heroine, Oliver and the 
hero (though not the leading male role), Gerard, 
where each should realize for the first time that they 
love the other. Both had strong characters, yet 
high-strung and truly romantic underneath, with that 
imagination which is genius — ^hers coming out in her 
music, his in his inventions as a mechanical engineer. 
I wanted to paint them as really kindred spirits, 
destined from the Prologue of Chaos to complete 
each other. This motif had been heard in Act I, but 
now it was to be developed, made convincing, compel- 
ling, with all the shading and variations that were 
in me. 

The mechanical means I had decided on to accom- 
plish this were for them to discuss a number of unre- 
lated subjects, such as they would be naturally inter- 
ested in from what Act I had shown of their charac- 
ters and environment. But their subtle sympathy 
and mutual comprehension shaped each argument, 
drew each colloquy back to the major theme — ^Love; 
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and again and again they started back in horror to 
find themselves side by side staring over the precijrice 
down which a confession of their love would have 
hurled their honor. 

Both the idea of what I wanted and the person- 
ality of my characters stood out in my mind as plain 
as blocks of marble, so it was just a question of 
work; and I did work. I shut myself in Maylan 
Thorpe* 8 library (the whole action of the play passes 
there) with his wife, OlivCy and his cousin, Gerard^ 
and the rest of the world dropped as far as, Alde- 
baran. They are far more real to me than most of 
the persons I see or talk to, because I know them 
better, know everything they ever thought or hoped 
or did in the past or will in the future. This morning 
they did more than respond to my slightest sugges- 
tion, for when I took my finger off their will-keys 
they went on and developed the scene themselves, 
automatically. That's inspiration : to create without 
conscious effort ; the play or story happens right in 
front of you as some mysterious film unrolls from 
your subconscious mind, and you stand there writing 
it down Kke a court stenographer at a murder trial. 

Yet, besides being the stenographer, you are an 
all-pervading force, an all-penetrating critical intelli- 
gence: you are inside Olive and connected with every 
nerve in her body. If she leans on the table, you feel 
it hard and cold ; if she sits in one of the big leather 
library chairs, you feel its slippery green morocco 
and its comfortable squash as she settles back — also 
hear it. At the same time, you are the chair and feel 
her just as plainly as if she had sat in your lap, could 
guess her weight within three pounds, tell what per- 
fume she uses, just how smooth the skin of her hands 
and arms is, whether she is warm-blooded or not, 
and that she does not wear a flannel petticoat ! Be- 
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fore she speaks, you know what effect Gerard^s last 
speech produced on her feelings, what she wants to 
say, what tips the scale and makes her say what she 
does. At the same time you are Gerard, feeling all 
he feels, drinking in her words, feasting on her grace- 
ful movements. Also, you are yourself, standing be- 
tween them, looking backward to Act I, to see that 
nothing happens not probable and logical from the 
premises there established ; likewise forward along the 
line surveyed for the plot, to see that each happening 
follows it and builds your road toward the towns 
marked on your map — that is, the climaxes fixed in 
your brain — and not across the prairie to Nowhere. 

That's what happened, then. Suddenly t found 
I had left the stakes of the location survey, left the 
route on the map, and that my teams and graders 
were making the dirt fly headed straight for Scrap- 
basketville. The Earth flew back from Aldebaran 
so fast that it made my teeth grit as it hit the soles 
of my feet, and from Maylcm Thorpe'sf library I 
dropped into my own. 

A little dazed, I looked out the window before 
me, and there against the curtain of rain saw the 
scene I had just left — but how different ! The massive 
and dignified furniture looked like ten-dollars-down, 
on the instalment plan; my passionate characters 
had become glassy-eyed manikins, frozen in awkward 
and unnatural attitudes ; the whole thing looking as 
much like a play as a department-store window ! 

With a curse I kicked my mahogany desk, threw 
down my pencil and eraser, and strode through the 
gloomy room, my eyes staring at the floor, but my 
perception turned inward, beating back to find where 
I had left the trail, and side-tracked my plot. Six 
feet from the furthest and darkest comer something 
compelled me to raise my eyes and peer into it. There 
sat the copper-haired gi^l ! 
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Her face was white and tense, her eyes wide with 
excitement and blacker than night in that light. She 
sat on the edge of the seven-foot divan, one lea coiled 
under her, the ball of the other foot just touching the 
floor, body braced forward by one arm held strai^t 
behind her, till she looked like a cat ready to spring. 
For hours my brain had been so strained to conjure 
up phantoms that for a moment I did not know if 
she were real or not ; then I felt the tingling current 
of her intense vitality pass through me, more plainly 
than I ever felt electricity. Yes, she was splendidly 
alive and real ! Again I came back to earth with a 
jolt, to realize that this child had been watching me 
work, heard me talking to myself, arguing over 
speeches and business with myself, crying them out 
in triumph as I at last wrote them down perfected. 
Why, this unlicked cub had been staring for hours 
into the most secret chambers of my heart and brain ! 
I gripped her by the arm and jerked her to her feet. 

" How long have you been here? " 

Still wide with excitement, but absolutely without 
fear, her eyes looked into mine. 

" Oh ! " she gasped. " It was wonderful ! It was 
like — it was like seeing a world made ! Quick ! '' — • 
catching my hand and dragging me toward my desk 
— " I know where it went wrong! Just after Gerard 
tells her the symbol of the huge steel ingot melted 
in the furnace to liquid sunshine, then a little of it 
vaporized in the most powerful furnace till it becomes 
unknowable to all our senses, yet still as real as at 
first.." 

My craftsman's interest overcame my amazement. 
" But he has to say that ; it strikes the key-note of 
their whole argument, beginning with something as 
real as the twenty-ton steel ingot and ending by prov- 
ing that dreams are real ! " 



BEYOND TELEPATHY 33 

" He didn't. She struck the note when she asks, 
'What is real?' He only caught it and built the 
foundation for her with his logical, man's mind." 

" I tell you, he shaped the whole thing with that 
symbol of the steel ingot, just the one a mechanical 
engineer would choose ! " 

She stamped her foot furiously. " But can't you 
see? The invisible gas in the furnace was as far as 
his imagination could go ; so Olive must take the lead 
there and carry it all the way up to dreams ! " 

A great light showed over the horizon and came 
at me like a meteor. 

** You mean that only a woman's subtlety, with 
her whimsical and eerie imagination, could do it." 

*^ Yes, yes, that's it ! I felt it, but couldn't ex- 
press it." 

" Well, you keep right on feeling. You can hire 
plenty of people cheap, to express it for you ! " 

We had reached my desk, and, laying her hand on 
the open page of my blank-book, she stared sight- 
lessly out the east window for not over five seconds, 
then turned back two pages as fast as a bank-teller 
counts bills, and put her finger on a particular line 
without even looking at it. 

" There ! You must do it over from there ! " 
and, seizing my blue pencil, scored out the two and a 
half pages I had written beyond that point. I looked 
at the last lines before her mark, and, painfully 
deciphering them, recognized Gerard^s speech about 
the invisible gas in the furnace. The same chill went 
down my back as when I had heard that crash of hoofs 
at her first appearance, and I stared from her to the 
book and back again. 

" How in the name of evil did you put your finger 
on that spot? I never found a stenographer who 
could read the first lead-pencil scrawl I make of a 
3 
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script, and always have to type a corrected copy for 
them to work from. Hardly a word is finished, and 
it's full of home-made shorthand symbols, entrances 
indicated by a triangle, exits by a square. But you 
didn't make any pretense of reading it, just swished 
back the leaves and put your finger on it.'* 

She looked troubled. " No— I didn't read it.'' 

" Do you mean you own up to having some super- 
natural power? " 

" I just felt it." 

** Do you mean you're * fey,' as the Scot A call 
it; that you have second sight? " 

Again she looked troubled. " This wasn't second 
sight; that's foretelling things." 

"Well, didn't you foretell at exactly what spot 
of this book we would find a particular passage? " 

She shook her head. " No, your mind guided 
me to it." 

"What! Telepathy?" 

" Yes— sort of." 

" No sort that I know, for I hadn't the faintest 
idea where it was. I'd have had to thumb back and 
dig it out." 

" Part of your mind knew where you had written 
it; the part that remembers everything." 

*^ The subconscious mind ? " 

" Yes." 

" Do you mean to say that in the five seconds you 
stared into the air you went down into my subcon- 
scious mind and came back with that obscure and 
forgotten detail? " 

Another flash of trouble. " Yes ; it was hard — I 
had to stop to do it." 

"Hard! And it took five seconds? For pipe's 
sake, what do you call easy? " 

*^ Oh, reading anything you are thinking about 
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strongly at the moment. But you will write it over 
from there, won*t you? " — ^laying her finger on the 
fateful spot. 

« Yes." 

*• And let me read it? " 

I hesitated. 

** Promise — I've earned it ! " 

" I promise. But tell me, did I unconsciously 
read every speech or piece of business aloud as I wrote 
it, or only a few, as it seemed to me, and you pieced 
out the rest by mind-reading? " 

" The latter ; but I never did such a thing before, 
or knew that I could.'' 

" Caspital I hope you never will again ! " The 
child was deeply hurt and drew away. I felt like 
a beast. " I'm an ungrateful pup, and was only 
trying to make a clumsy joke. Yet it wouldn't be 
any joke to have a flyaway kid reading me inside 
out. It's too unpleasantly like a Roman haruspex 
examining the inwards of a slain animal for omens ! " 

*^ Oh, I promise not to — even if I can ; and I 
could this time only because you were so terribly in- 
tent on one thing for so long. You just swept me 
along with you." 

** Well, I'll anchor you fast the next time, if I 
have to chain you in Duke's kennel. It's not polite 
to sweep one's guests." 

" It's worse to starve and freeze them ! " — rather 
plaintively. 

" Dicmirel Haven't you had any breakfast? " 

*^ Berries and cream at seven o'clock, and now " 
— glancing at her wrist-watch — ^^ it's 12 : 15." 

Actually she was trembling from cold or exhaus- 
tion! And why shouldn't she? Hadn't she been doing 
a perfectly unparallelled feat of psychic force for 
hours that might well use up the physical energy of 
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a locomotive? I clapped my hands furiously in the 
doorway and lit the wood fire. She started as Yuan- 
kai sifted noiselessly through the portieres, but shot 
him a triumphant glance. 

" Breakfast immediately, Yuan-kai.'* 

** Muy hien, Senor; " and, drawing back the 
hangings over the east door, he opened it and disap- 
peared through the swing-door into his pantry. 

" We keep that locked so I can barricade myself 
for work ; T)ut it failed to-day.'* 

She laughed gaily, bending over the first blue 
flame. " Oh, he was very stem and scared me terribly 
at first ; but I said you expected me^ and that I was 
the friend you gave Bruja to *' 

"Gave!" I yelled. 

" Well, swapped her to me." 

" Swapped ! " I yelled louder than before. 

" Then he let me come in, and I hung my hat and 
rain-coat in the hall closet, so you wouldn't see them 
when you came, and crawled behind the cushions on 
that divan, so I could see a real dramatist work." 

" Who in Sheol told you Wait ! " and I 

smacked my forehead as a great light dawned. 
" That's why he looked at me that way when I came 



in!" 



"How did he look?" 

"Why, admiringly, as if I'd done something 
wonderful. But it was only you.'* 

" Only I? " 

"Yes^ — don't you see? He must have thought 
you were pretty, and when you said I'd let you ride 
Bruja and expected you, of course he thought — ^I 
mean, he looked at me admiringly because he sup- 
posed — that is to say, only two women have ever rid- 
den Bruja — ^I mean, he must have thought you pret- 
tier than either of them, because he never looked 
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Oh, curse that fire ! " and I poked it fiercely, while 
my face grew hot and the soft collar of my flannel 
slnrt tight. I felt those dark grays piercing my back 
like X-ray search-lights, and that psychic kid reading 
heaven knows what inside me ! So I fairly slaughtered 
the fire. 

" Don't — ^you'll put it out ; " and she calmly took 
the heavy hook-pointed poker from me and hung it 
on its spike, then put one foot on the low wrought- 
iron fender and stared thoughtfully at the reviving 
flame. 

It was the first chance I'd had to look at her, and 
I sensed that even in her white serge sailor suit with 
its red collar she was more than fourteen and a half, 
maybe fifteen — I didn't know what. Her foot was 
not especially small for her size, but oh, Rodin, what 
an arch and instep! Why, she might have had a 
baked apple under her stocking ! Then I noticed her 
ankles had that slight convex spring of the real 
Andalusian, insuring the height of agility and grace. 
Yuan-kai removed the tapestry cover and began to 
set the table. 

" If you want to make up, you'll find everything 
that real actresses use in both those rooms ; " and I 
indicated the south-west and north-east comers of 
the second floor. 

" What! Do actresses stay here? " 

I flared an intonation of snobbishness, and 
thought I'd extirpate it once for all. 

*^ Yes, actresses move their trunks in here and stay 
months at a time. I'm seldom without one ! It's the 
scandal of Haines Falls, only in three years the 
Aborigines have gotten used to it, and from a scandal 
it has become an Institution. They take a vast local 
pride in us, and would resent it if I reformed. So 
never come here again ! " 
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" Why not? They couldn't do me any hann, and 
Fd like so much to know a few." 

** Oh, well, I thought you sounded a little snippy 
about them. Now, rush ! " and by way of compensa- 
tion I held back the portiere for her. 

Half way across the hall she turned. "Think 
of some little thing that's hidden away, and I'll bring 
it to you." 

" All right ; " and I fixed my mind on a scrap of 
lace in the bottom of my case of seven razors. Ah, 
the dear old gardens and the sea-horse fountain 
before her windows! . . . How many breaks, 
how many breaks ! 

The Kid climbed the stairs with that same rapt 
expression and turned toward my room at the south- 
east comer, so I judged her to be on the trail and 
went back to the library. Yuan-kai had put on his 
best hand-embroidered, mandarin's coat, worth a cold 
three hundred dollars, and was surely going to spread 
himself on that breakfast! Turning to my desk, I 
stared at those blue-pencilings. What an extraor- 
dinary personality! The Cataclysm had become an 
Enigma — and yet was none the less Cataclysm. The 
'phone rang in the hall, and I answered it. 

"Hello!" 

"Is this Mr. Worden's house?" 

A cultivated woman's voice with a Boston lilt to it 
which sounded a little affected and rather familiar. 

** Yes, madam." 

** I want to speak to Mr. Worden." 

Now I recognized it as Polly Fielding's ! *' Hello, 
Polly! This is Paul Worden. Where are you and 
how are you? " 

"Am I speaking to Mr. Worden?" 

" Say, Polly, cut out that Boston twang and get 
down to Broadway ! " 
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•^ Twang, sir?'' 

** Yes, twang. I know you were bom on a bean- 
hill up there, but thought we'd taught you to speak 
good American." 

" A hill of beans ? Really, Mr. Worden " 

" Oh, bite it off ! I can actually see a skinny old 
maid from the Pie-Belt at the other end of the wire ! " 

" Sir! Do you wish to insult me? '* 

**Yep. Anything to get sense out of you and 
stop this fool josh." 

** Do you know whom you are addressing, sir? " 

** Of course I do. You're Polly Fielding, on the 
road in my play ' Outside the Trap.' Now, quit kid- 
ding and tell me where you are and how's business ? " 

A gasp. " You took me for an actress? " 

** Oh, no, I never did, but as long as the public 
does, I let it go at that." 

** I tell you, sir, I am Miss Ardway." 

" You haven't been fool enough to take a stage 
name, Polly? Of course your own is no account, 
but so long as you've stuck to it this long, for pipe's 
sake keep it up, or I'll have the management sit on 
you." 

"My name of no account, sir? An Ardway of 
Beacon Street ! " 

"Pipe! Even if you were an Ardway of Bean 
Hill, I tell you, drop it ! " 

A gasp behind me; the receiver was jerked from 
my hand; something supple, firm, warm, and tensely 
alive leaned lightly against me, and I recognized 
its subtle natural perfume. 

" Oh, it's Aunt Emeline, and she's terribly excited I 
Tell her you are keeping me till after lunch on 
accoimt of the rain, and that you'll motor back with 
me and apologize." 

My knees knocked and my teeth chattered with 
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terror, but I managed to do it — ^principally because 
she still stood there. But after ringing off I had 
just strength enough to mop my forehead; I was 
all in. 

She laughed. " Yes, you're quite pale." 

I led the way to the fire, and presently said 
humbly, " Now, if it is not presuming on a short but 
intimate acquaintance, will you kindly tell me your 
name? " 

In spite of the fire-glow a shadow passed over her 
face. ** Diana Ardway " — ^very low. 

I felt as if I were going to remember something. 
"Not the Ardways who own that beautiful cement 
house in Onteora Park ? " 

Still lower. " Yes, Bacon Ardway is my father." 

Now it came! Bacon Ardway, head of the Bos- 
ton-New York banking firm, a strong, many-sided 
man who must have suffered deeply when his wife's 
crazy infatuation for that Polish — ^violinist, wasn't 
he? Some kind of musician, any way — forced him 
to divorce her last winter. The couple had gone to 
South America right after the trial, and I had heard 
before leaving town that Ardway was in Europe. 
But why hadn't he taken his daughter with him? 

" Because he can't forgive my loving my Mother 
still." 

I started sharply. Had she really spoken the 
words, or had she forced their meaning into my mind? 
But something led me on till I looked into her heart 
and saw a great love for these two whom Fate had 
so cruelly divided against themselves, shrouding one 
in sorrow and one in shame. 

Crushing her hand in mine, I released it very 
gently ; and then for the second time I saw the miracle 
of those eyes slowly fill with tears, just to the brim. 



CHAPTER III 



Diana's chase 



YUAN-KAI bowed. « The Senor is served.*' 
No sooner seated where she could look into 
the fire than another lightning change to the 
wildest spirits swept over her, and she clapped her 
hands ecstatically, holding her still folded napkin. 

" Oh, this is going to be the nicest lunch I ever 
ate ! " 

" This isn't limch; it's alrmieraoj second breakfast, 
dijeuner h la fourchette.^* 

" Pardon^ M^sieul " And chattered on like a mag- 
pie in the most adorable French, such as comes only 
from soaking it in as a child on the spot. 

It was too good a chance to tune my accent to 
let slip, so I stuck to it. Since I was evidently fated 
to see this wild pixy now and then, I had better get 
some use out of her. And though I had lived in the 
Latin Quarter and haunted Fencing Clubs, I had 
nothing on Diana in idioms or slang. Her nurse had 
certainly taken her to some queer places! 

" T/\^at beautiful ferns ! " she babbled on. " And, 
oh, look! There's a jack-in-the-pulpit actually 
growing between them! It's a perfect little fairy 
come out of the woods. I think this plain linen 
without any fussy damask pattern is so distinguished. 
I never saw it before." 

" Yes, I think patterns on table linen nearly as 
awful as crazy-quUt wall-papers of fool birds and 
flowers that just stand out and hit you in the eye." 

She shuddered sympathetically and glanced 
round. " How restful this green burlap is, and that 
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soft gray in the hall! You simply forget there is 
a wall at all." 

" Admirably expressed, Diana. To forget there is 
a wall, ceiling, floor, furniture, is to achieve perfec- 
tion in decoration; to expand bounds and limits to 
infinity, to sublimate the material into the ideal; 
in fact, almost to create atmosphere, without a long, 
long span of human action absorbed by the inanimate 
surroundings in their insatiable thirst for a little 
soul." 

She stared at me uncomprehendingly, then at her 
departing plate. " That soup was wonderful ! It 
had some kind of salt fish in it, and what were the 
little sweet red things and the sour black things ? " 

" Mysteries of the Confucian philosophy not to 
be questioned." 

" I won't, I won't, and I'll eat everything, no 
matter what it looks like ! Oh, I'm so glad we're only 
at the soup instead of the dessert — though I'm crazy 
to taste those lovely candied fruits. They're posi- 
tively every color of the rainbow, and the only ones I 
recognize are the limes." 

" They come from Spain, and are one of the best 
things they make; but I know my duty better than 
to stuff visiting children with sweets." 

She clasped her hands imploringly. " Then please 
stuff me so full I won't have room for them ! " 

I laughed, then considered her gravely. " Diana, 
I believe there is an actress concealed in you. Better 
than that — a comedian. I shall keep my eye on you, 
and if you develop as I expect you to, I shall take 
personal charge of your career." 

" Your servant, sir ! " with a horrible grimace. 

" Yes, there really is something magnetic and 
inspiring about you. Why, I believe I could write 
a play roimd you, though I have always preached 
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against that system as a prostitution of dramatic 
art." 

" Don't turn my young head with flattery ! " 

"That's the trouble; it's looking ahead so far, 
till you get your growth both " 

She banged both fists on the table till the plates 
rattled. She has large, energetic, original hands, and 
on her muscular and unusually long arms they are 
most expressive and promising. 

" Grow ! Grow ! How old do you suppose I am? " 

I smiled with fatuous complacency. " Oh, you 
can't lose me now that I've seen you in skirts. You're 
fifteen ! " 

She fairly hurtled into the air, crashed into Yuan- 
kai, whose stability alone saved the dish he carried, 
caromed off and gyrated round the room in spiral 
orbit which would have sent an astronomer to Bed- 
lam, then blazed out at me from the hearth-rug. 

" You idiot ! Do you expect me to trail round 
the mountains with skirts on the ground? " and 
hunched herself down till her skirts really did touch 
the rug. " Don't you know when I was fifteen I 
had my hair down my back " — ^with three furious 
wrenches she loosed the molten copper flood that 
flared and flamed and kinked and writhed a foot be- 
low her waist — " and had dresses up to my knees ? " 

Yes, she did! For one glorious, never-to-be- 
forgotten moment she hiked her skirts to her knees 
and burned herself into my brain as an ideal of elfin 
beauty and rage. I felt that she exaggerated, that 
she meant at the age of twelve, not fifteen. 

Straightway I fell into a reverie through which 
defiled a long column of people, the historic back- 
ground springing up behind each as she passed: 
drawing-rooms, other rooms, studios, the stage, its 
appendages, bachelor apartments, yachts, bungalows. 
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the sweet-scented hay-mow in an old shingle bam, 
mossy brook-banks, beds of sweet-fern, carpets of 
pine-needles, billowing grass-fields, sun-warmed sand- 
hills. 

And the variety of stockings ! Hand-embroidered 
with gold thread and jewels, yes, real jewels; cobweb 
silk with butterflies and flowers of real lace inserted, 
silk with cotton soles and tops, ugh! Forceful golf 
stockings, cotton, wool, worst of all breeches and 
boots! Bare brown dusty legs; and foot-gear to 
match each, from moccasin and sabot up. But of all 
that long procession bathed in the mellowing mist of 
years and romance, not one — I mean, two — that is, 
not one pair — stepped forward to challenge this alien 
upstart ! Brooding melancholy shrouded me. I felt 
I had lived in vain, and closed my eyes. 

A blast of November wind howled round the house 
and sighed through the room. Before I opened my 
eyes, I knew I was back in the heart of the Blue Grass. 
Yes, there I sat on the bear-skin rug before Her wood 
fire, but I was not looking at it. I was looking at an 
old mahogany bat-wing sofa covered with black hair- 
cloth, pulled up to the edge of the rug; there was a 
mate to it 'way down there in the dark before the 
other fireplace, and much more old mahogany furni- 
ture and dingy portraits in the long, ghostly room, 
lit only by the fire which glinted on the buttons of 
my uniform and her green eyes; for Uncle Sam's 
uniform was blue then, with gilt buttons, and the 
Yellow House's eyes will be green when the last star 
goes out and there are only burned holes in space's 
blanket. She had disdained walking in a procession, 
but came last and alone to defend my memories when 
all the rest had failed, as it was natural for the Pride 
of Kentucky and of Romance to come. Her tawny 
yellow dress matched her hair, and she sat on the 
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bat-wing sofa with her right foot on her left knee, 
pensively slipping Its 1 A bronze slipper off and on 
its bronze silk stocking, the way God made her to sit. 

Suddenly the Copper Cataclysm materialized out 
of the darkness right at the edge of the bear-skin 
rug, standing as she had stood for that challenging 
moment 'way up north in my Catskill library ! The 
Yellow House looked at her calmly, interestedly ; then 
she imcrossed her bronze ones and stretched them 
toward the fire, slipping back her yellow skirt a trifle. 
Critically she studied them, head on one side — then 
smiled. The Copper Kid faded into the surrounding 
darkness. I stretched out my hand. 

" Why, it was to celebrate your instep that I 
invented that metaphor of the baked-apple under 
the stocking! '' 

The Yellow House leaned toward me 

Damn it! It was Yuan-kai handing me a dish! 
And opposite me sat the child blushing fiery red, with 
her lambent photosphere eddying round her and her 
plate nearly empty. Had she lived through the 
whole scene with me? I hoped so — that would teach 
her not to come snooping round bachelors' memories ! 
Also, Yuan-kai had delayed handing the dish till. I 
came out of my trance, I helped myself, and 
motioned her to. 

** These are called eggs k la Finca, after my ranch, 
because Pancho Garcia taught them to Yuan-kai 
there, and he improved on them. In fact, in him 
are united the two most mysterious schools of cook- 
ery In the world, Chinese and Spanish. Come again — 
he doesn't make them for everybody." 

She did, but sighed. " I wish I knew who you 
were saving the candied fruit for ! " 

** Why, two dream actoreens who are moving into 
their bungalow on Friday, and a bevy of Fair Shula- 
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mites and Gentile bread-winners, but nothing earning 
less than eight dollars a week ! Morality before all ! " 

" What ! Do you know those horrid sununer- 
boarders ? '* 

** The invading army consists entirely of Ama- 
zons, to whom it is no disgrace for a bachelor to yield ; 
likewise, it embraces the most varied fundamental 
types, just ready-made characters in a state of 
nature; then, many are really beautiful, and '' 

"Ugh!^ 

" Yuan-kai, fill la Senorita^s egg-shell cup with 
hot tea, to get the taste out of her mouth before she 
tries your etherealized chop-suey." 

It soothed her but for a moment, and she returned 
ta the charge. 

" Do you mean to say they come into this house, 
sit on those divans, eat here.'* " 

" Less that than anything else, for its the least 
becoming thing they do." 

" I dare say it is ! But please see that I don't 
meet any of them ! " 

Doesn't it take a woman to turn the broadest and 
most important subject into a mere personal append- 
age of herself? Can't she make the smallest tail wag 
the biggest dog? — when she's the tail! I finished 
my chop-suey in dignified silence, while a palpable 
frost settled on the table. At her first bite in this 
world of guava paste she made a wry face! Yuan- 
kai's own hand-made " paste guyava " from the 
guava grove in our No. 3 cuarton, where the cows 
are always trying to hide their new calves; fresh 
brown sugar from Santissima Trinidad sugar plan- 
tation, dripping molasses from the sack, wild lemon 
peel, and eastern mysteries which make it just solidi- 
fied ambrosia. And that copper — ^no, that brazen 
cub made faces at it! If a frost could freeze itself. 
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that one did, while I concentrated on the brokm 
thread of my play, trying to visualize the action 
from the point from which I was to start afresh. 
Instead, I visualized my scrawled blank-book sabred 
with her blue-pencil strokes! Mdldita que 9ta la 
avispita! [Cursed be the diminutive she-wasp.] 

A low, appealing voice: " Yuan-kai, some more 
guava paste, if you please." 

This time she cut a brick an inch wide clear across 
the four-inch-wide cake — ^that would be four cubic 
inches — and helped herself to two more cubic inches 
of cream cheese! Now, where under the canopy was 
that Kid going to put six cubic inches of food on top 
of what she had already pouched? I made a mental 
note to ask the next doctor I met the capacity of the 
human stomach. But was she human? Vague memo- 
ries of childhood starred with whole pumpkin and 
apple pies or fifteen or twenty buckwheat cakes at 
a time rose up within me, and observations upon 
Cuban children recalled the theory that they are bom 
all stomach, like amoebas, which gradually contract 
as the brain and other organs develop. Of course, 
my stomach would be abnormally small. 

She looked up pertly. " Is this the last cake of 
paste you have left, that you watch it so closely? " 

" No, we brought up fifty poimds this spring. I 
was only afraid you might burst." 

** Do you often say that to your guests? " 

" Feeding a guest is different from stuffing a child 
into convulsions. Yuan-kai, remove those candied 
fruits and lock them up." 

" You horrid, stingy thing ! " and with a dart 
like a kingfisher's she grabbed a double handful of 
the fruits — quite a third of the dish — and stuffed 
them into her napkin between her knees. 

Yuan-kai removed the remnant with a distinctly 
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pained expression ; yes, distinctly — for which I hon- 
ored him, and only hoped Diana observed it. She 
did not seem to, but produced one party-colored 
confection after another from her lap and ate it 
with exasperating slowness; for I wanted some my- 
self! I grew fidgety and uncomfortable. After a 
final brew of hot tea, Yuan-kai disappeared, and it 
gave me an idea. 

"Excuse me; I want to get a cigarette; ** and 
started toward the humidor. 

" Oh, I can't sit here any longer. I believe I'm 
going to burst ! " and, placing her fruits on her plate, 
she rose, and, to my poignant anxiety, followed me 
toward the humidor! 

Now, wide and valid as are the claims of a guest 
in the sacred name of hospitality, there is a high- 
water mark at which the host's duty to himself must 
validate, and he must curb and cause to ebb the rising 
flood, or cease to be a man! Such a condition now 
confronted me, and I resolved that she should come 
at that humidor only over my dead body ! But sud- 
denly she sheered off from the path to it, spread two 
cushions from the divan on the hearth-rug, and lay 
down on her stomach with a sigh of happiness. 
Vastly relieved, I took a cigarette from the humidor 
and lit it. She did not intend to smoke ! 

Any one who did not know she was a little gorged 
animal basking in brutal happiness, would have foimd 
her a winsome sight; but not to me! I knew; and 
puffed out disapproving clouds of smoke. Across 
the haze she grew shadowy, shimmery, and faded into 
other figures before other fires. Who was that tall 
— or, rather, long, since she was stretched horizon- 
tally — splendid woman in a black lace evening gown 
before that huge fire, with a background of snow- 
covered hills gleaming in the moonlight? Caspital 
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now I remember! Beatrix and that f^tal game of 
chess! 

When I accepted her invitation I said I was going 
to do or die ; and when she sent the others out coast- 
ing after dinner, and we had the library with its 
gorgeous wood fire and the whole house to ourselves, 
I felt I wasn't going to die ! Then what fiend made 
me stop to admire the embattled Chinese chessmen 
on their table, what worse than fiend made her move 
the white king's pawn two squares and look at me 
defiantly? I shrugged my shoulders. If she wanted 
to fight it out with ivory men instead of words, all 
right — ^provided the stakes were the same. I asked 
this with a glance, and she answered : 

" Yes.'' 

I moved the red king's pawn two squares. It was 
a long game, for I am no expert, and Beatrix's bare 
arms flashing across the table and the puckers of 
thought in her intelligent face distracted me; but at 
last I said : 

« Mate ! " 

I stood up and stretched myself, looking at Bea- 
trix. She sat bending forward as if listening. I 
listened, too, and heard shouts and laughter coming 
up the drive, then stamping on the veranda. The 
coasters had come home ! The rest of the evening she 
spent writhing on the hearth-rug to rub it into me — 
she has never paid the stakes. Beatrix is a welcher 
and a paper sport ! 

A choking sigh came from the rug, but not caused 
by emotion. 

** I think for once my eyes were bigger than my 
stomach ! " 

Beatrix smiled mockingly and vanished; and she 
hadn't visited me for quite three years 1 Another sigh 
from the rug. I stood over her. 
4 
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^' Are you in pain ? Hadn't you better take some 
mustard and hot water? " She glared at me. 
" Don't you know that stuffing sweets will ruin your 
teeth, muddy your complexion, and make you fatter 
than a blow-fish ? " 

She mimicked my tone : ** And make my hair dark 
and greasy, my feet big, and my ankles thick ; " and, 
still lying on her stomach, she kicked her heels as far 
back as she could and held them there. 

Dietetics went out of my mind like a candle. 
After a pause, she looked at me quizzically. 

" Well, Doctor? '' 

The dietetics candle lit again. " Yes, what would 
you amount to without your figure and complex- 
ion? And both have visibly gone off since Fve known 
you. Those wretched little ankles will never hold 
you when you're the shape of a butter firkin — ^you'll 
be pushed in a wheeled chair ! " I stooped and picked 
up the plate of candied fruits. 

She made- a grab, just touched the edge, and scat- 
tered them over the floor. Now I was mad. 

" I wish you belonged to me for five minutes, 
you little glutton ! You'd get your ears well boxed 
for once." 

"I dare you to! " 

So I stooped and gave her two good ones on the 
right ear. She sprang up, but instead of retiring to 
the divan for tears and contrition, as I expected, she 
bored in like a flash and swung a right and left on my 
ears — regular stingers! Amazed as I was, I saw 
there were more coming, so caught her wrists. She 
fought like a tigress, kicking and trying to bite my 
hands, her blazing hair coiling round me like 
Medusa's serpents; so I held her hands behind her 
back, squeezing her body so close to me that she 
couldn't kick ; but she fought right on. 
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" How dared you strike me ! How dared you box 
my ears ! No one ever struck me in my life before." 

" Then, we'll make up for lost time yet. You're 
still of a comfortable spanking size ! '' 

" If you strike me again, I'll kill you ! " 

So I collected both her wrists in my left hand 
and gave her one hard spank. Her eyes turned inky 
black with rage, and, wrenching her right hand free, 
she hit me a box on the left ear that made my teeth 
grit. 

" I'll pay you for that, you little devil ! " and, 
getting her in chancery again, I kissed her on the 
cheek. 

Then she fought like a demon, with a nervous 
strength that was altogether wonderful and inspiring 
to feel ; that slim, warm body was truly a bunch of 
live wires. Suddenly she stopped and stood rigid 
and panting. 

" Now, Diana, what do you say to a truce ? 
Honors are even, as we each got in three blows; 
though, to be sure, one of mine would be counted 
a foul in boxing." She glared at me like a basilisk. 
" But to make up for it, you can't deny that I 
forced the fighting. Then, there's that kiss." The 
same terrifying look of stony hate. " Now, if I let 
you go, will you be your own — ^no, not natural — ^your 
own artificial, ladylike self? " 

" Yes ; let me go home." 

Home ! The word rang silver chimes through my 
brain. Home? Would she really go home and leave 
me in mine? Why, she seemed to have brought 
chaos and anarchy into my life for so long, that I 
had begun to look on her as a fixture, and suppose I 
should never be free ! 

"Home!" I fairly yeUed it. "Yes, dear child, 
you shall go home instantly, instantly! Think how 
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anxious your dear Aunt must be ! Oh, hurry, hurry 
— for her sake ! " and I released her, taking the pre- 
caution to step out of reach. 

Still the same look of frozen hate, but I had no 
time for psychological research; it was a question 
of speeding the parting guest whom you had given 
up hope of ever seeing speed or part ! I fairly oozed 
geniality. 

" Yes, it has stopped raining, and the sun will 
soon be out. You will have a delightful drive bcxne. 
By the way, where is your motor? " 

" At Cranston's." 

"Just a step; I'll help you into your togs. 
Sainted Grundy ! You can't go home with your hair 
like that ! You'll find all colored hair-pins upstairs." 

Fiercely : " Do you suppose I'd touch one of 
them? " 

" Oh, very well ! Then, we'll have to find yours." 
I clapped my hands in the doorway, and Yuan-kai 
appeared. " La Senorita has been acting, and 
dropped her hair-pins, Yuan-kai." 

From the table the Celestial produced a small 
brass tray holding her real shell ones — ^I'm a judge. 
She thanked him pleasantly, and with strong, deft 
fingers swirled her hair into an incandescent ingot 
and stalked into the hall. As I held her rain-coat, 
I felt her cold and rigid with rage, and realized that 
she was mortally offended and that she was going out 
of my life forever; yet I could only mutter some 
banality as she went out the door without a word or 
look. 

Closing the library door, I looked fearfully round 
the dismantled room. Strange to say, it was in per 
feet order, and looked as restful and sympathetic 
as ever. Then I realized that it was the inside of 
me which had been dismantled, not the room! Yes, 
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I had had a • strenuous morning.. Yuan-kai had 

picked up the cushions and fruits, and placed my 
chair before the fire, with the smoking-table holding 
the mail beside it. I really sank into it, and the first 
puff of that cigarette (I never inhale them) was 
straight Nepenthe! Were the past thirty hours a 
nightmare? Of course they were, and my subcon- 
scious mind had just served up that weird elfin dish 
to show what it really could do in this glorious moun- 
tain air. Why, it was a regular inspiration, clearer 
than any I remembered, and opening an absolutely 
new and unbroken trail for my brain. Well, I would 
get all there was out of it, and imagine that phantom 
Cataclysm into half a dozen grown-up characters, 
each tingling with her vitality, but burning it for 
every different motif that flesh is heir to ! 

So Pallas springing fully armed from the brain 
of Zeus was truth, not poetry, and the Genius 
of the Mountains had chosen me to prove it. But 
if this Diana — ^how aptly named a sister goddess ! — 
could spring from my brain without conscious effort, 
without the planning, the cudgelling, the sweating 
tacks, it usually cost me to create a live character, to 
what heights of ambition could I not aspire; why 
should I not be the dramatut? And I stepped out 
on to one of those exceeding high mountains which 
overlooked the kingdom I burned to conquer, and 
watched it unroll before me, and it was mine, all 
mine! 

My cigarette burned my fingers, and as I started 
the long ash fell on my coat. I looked down to brush 
it off. Snarled round the second button gleamed a 
lambent copper hair! I crashed down to an iron 
earth and at the same time into an icy sea, then 
looked round in terror. She stood in the doorway! 
She, yet not she; she grown larger, years older, and 
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very dignified; she as she would look when made 
into my unborn characters at a few dramatic mo- 
ments of their lives, wherein they made some irrevo- 
cable decision, chose some path sAong which there 
was no return. And she spoke harshly, with a new 
ring of power in her voice: 

"Come!'' 

The apology to Aunt Emeline flashed through 
my mind. Heavens! I had thought myself safely 
past that ; past this Valkyr and all her entanglements 
forever; but at least I should be after this honorable 
amende. She smiled sardonically, showing her white 
and cruel teeth. 

" After this ! " and her tone held an ironic and 
scornful menace. 

Again she had read my thoughts. I felt like a 
baby in the grip of some mighty Genie, some resistless 
emissary of Fate, heralded by her strange coming 
into my life. Yet now she came again with a new 
and mysterious power about her, and my anger chilled 
into a perplexed apprehension that was almost fear. 
Without a word, I followed her to the hall, put on a 
cap, caught up a rain-coat, and followed her from 
the house. 

The droning hum of a powerful and perfectly 
balanced motor soimded from the road ; indeed, so low 
was the pitch that you more felt the vibrations than 
heard them. The car matched its voice; it was as 
long and gray and powerful as a torpedo-boat de- 
stroyer. I never saw such large wheels and tires or 
such a gasoline tank. The body, with its two bucket 
seats, was so small compared to the chassis that it 
looked like an armored conning-tower. We got in, 
and I closed the door. Really, we were in an armored 
conning-tower which came just even with the top of 
my shoulder and to Diana's chin. I neither heard nor 
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felt anything as she started the monster, and admired 
her consideration for the rights of others as she drove 
through Haines Falls, crossed both railroads, the 
bridge over the ravine, and turned north toward 
Onteora Park. As she threw on power, and we 
skimmed up the grade like a swallow over a roof, 
I felt a strange excitement, and my enthusiasm broke 
out. 

" Oh, what a car ! Besides the power you see it 
use, you feel a tremendous reserve force ready to be 
thrown in at a supreme moment. It's the very car of 
Fate which you would choose for some desperate and 
heroic mission. You would trust the last hope of a 
great cause to it; annihilating time and distance, it 
should carry another Sheridan to turn defeat into 
victory ; another Paul Revere and the fate of a nation 
through a historic night ! '* 

For the first time she looked at me, and rising 
enthusiasm drove the stony expression from her face. 

"Good, good! That's just what I feel;" and 
threw on more power. 

Like a wink of white light, our turn-off to Onteora 
Park flashed past, and she looked at me again. 

** Do you know where we are going? " 

I laughed; the tide of excitement, fed by some 
impulse from her and by the speed madness, was 
rising in my blood. 

" To victory ! '' I cried. " I am the will in the 
body of this Juggernaut, and 'I order it to carry us 
to victory ! '' 

** To victory ! '' and her eyes blazed with a wild 
light. 

The grade flared up ahead of us, but she threw 
on more power, and our furious dragon dashed up the 
slope, tearing the road to pieces under him. Now 
we skirted a bald shoulder of the mountain, far above 
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the last farms. It was a horrible trail, and even our 
monster lurched wildly. I tried to remember where 
it led. Then it flashed on me. 

f ^ Look out ! This road ends in that abandoned 
quarry, right at the edge of the cut." 

She laughed wildly. " That's where we're going 
— for what you did to me ! " The light in her eyes 
was madness now, beautiful and terrible. 

A picture of the quarry as I had seen it in Septem- 
ber burned on the backs of my eye-balls : a pit thirty 
feet deep, with perpendicular sides, the bottom cov- 
ered with jagged masses of rock and pools of water. 
And we were going into that at this speed! Well, 
Death had passed so near me twice before that he 
must score now or own me for his master! And he 
could never come in a more romantic form than this. 
Yes, here was an exit worthy of a dramatist ; and an 
entrance — to that greater power beyond. A mad ex- 
ultation flooded my heart and brain. There loomed 
the derrick at the edge of the quarry, not a hundred 
yards ahead! What fool would finish my play? 
Hell ! What were writing all the plays in the world 
compared to living this supreme moment? I gripped 
her arm with both hands. 

*^ Diana, you are the greatest dramatist of us 
all ! '' 

Through a whirlwind of mud and stones our Jug^ 
gemaut sprang into space. Her eyes were fixed on 
mine; the madness was gone; in its stead 
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CHAPTER IV 

STILL THE VEIL 

A BLINDING smother of spray; two walls of 
water towering above us for an age as we 
clove through them; then falling on us and 
burying us. StiU gripping her arm with both hands, I 
felt we were torn from the sunken motor and swirled 
over and over and over down in the black and icy 
depths of the world. And after an hour or a day or 
a year, I began to suffocate, and, holding Diana 
with my right hand, struck out frantically with my 
left and feet. But the cursed water was eddying and' 
churning so that it offered no resistance to my 
strokes, it was like swimming in a cloud. Then hun- 
dreds of tons began to crush my chest, and blows of 
a steam-hammer inside me to split my head. It was 
intense physical pain — ^but that was all. Never had 
my mind felt at once so content, yet pleasantly 
anticipative ; already it had begun to withdraw from 
its clay tenement, and watched the latter's instinctive 
struggles with detached impatience, as delaying the 
anxiously expected raising of a curtain. 

For alternate periods, at whose length I could 
make no guess^ consciousness and unconsciousness 
held me, and each time I sank into the latter my soul 
sighed, " At last ! '* and each time I awoke to feel 
my struggling body with a greater horror. No 
pictures of the past flashed through my mind; only 
a great longing for this torturing thread of life to 
snap and tear the veil across ! Through it all some 
inbred instinct of chivalry made me grip Diana like 
a bulldog, and part of my great content was that I 
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was not alone, but would take the first step there be- 
side a kindred spirit I had recognized at the last 
step here. Now, ever so slowly, such a dim, twilight 
consciousness returned, that it must be the last! 
A feeble struggle — lights somewhere above me! A 
final, frantic, instinctive effort, and I shot out of 
water to my shoulders; I breathe(J! Diana's eyes 
were closed, her head lolled forward, water ran out 
of her open mouth. 

Dreadful blasphemies flashed through my mind; 
either she should come back, since I had, or I would 
go on. Treading water for a moment, I gasped to 
see the quarry half filled with it! But there, right 
in front of me, was the trail down the rocks, and, 
grasping her hair with my left hand, I turned on 
my back and swam for it strongly — so strongly that 
I actually ran aground on the steep path. Flounder- 
ing to my feet, I dragged her clear and stood up for 
a few deep breaths. Then I stooped down and picked 
her up to stand her on her head and knead the water 
out of her; but first I looked at her. Slowly her 
eyes opened, right under mine, filled with a great 
wonder; and her chest rose feebly and fell, and 
rose again more strongly. From my eyes, hers 
turned to the rock towering above us, down to the 
black water at our feet, then back to mine, seeking 
that wonderful word in confirmation. 

I gave it : *' Yes, we're dead, but, from the look 
of things, I'm afraid we're in hell." 

The look I had seen in her eyes just as we took 
the plunge came back into them; then they closed. 
Very gently she turned her head, pressed her cheek 
closer to my shoulder, and sighed, a happy little sigh. 
It was another apotheosis of pantomime, to whom I 
long ago dedicated my sword, or rather my type- 
writer, to prove her superiority over diction for that 
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laat, sure, deadly Dramatic Punch. Suppose even 
with that look in her eyes Diana had whispered with 
an accent of supreme conviction, " No ! " or with 
over-spanning' contempt and disdain, " What mat- 
ter? " or with ringing triumph, " Then, we will make 
it heaven ! " Now, would any of these get it over 
the footlights into the Two-Dollar Heart, or the 
Average Intelligence, half as plainly and forcibly 
as her simple gesture? 

I started up the trail with her, my shoes squelch- 
ing out water and slipping on the rock. 

" Diana, do you remember anything of life? " 

"Oh, yes, everything! I haven't forgotten a 
single thing, and I feel just the same — only far, far 
happier ! " 

" Do yoti remember the last thing I said to 
yon? " 

She smiled happily, " Of course; when you took 
hold of my arm." 

"Then what?" 

" Then something stung my face. I suppose 
that was when J^^Tick U^^pcks ; " and she shud- 
dered. " We f ? allj^^^^ and horrible — bade 

there; 
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was leTel with the brink of the quarry now; another 
moment, and she would recognize the familiar land- 
scape. 

*^ Diana, do you know where we are? '' 

" No, and I don't care." 

** We are still in the quarry, and we are not dead.'' 

She started, gasped, looked in my face, down at 
the black water, still incredulous; then we came out 
on the mountain's shoulder, with Catskill Clove 
under us, and the villas and bungalows of Twilight 
and Santa Cruz Parks painted on a drop-curtain 
opposite us. 

" It's true, it's true ! " and with a gasp. ** Then 
put me down, don't hold me like this ! " 

I set her gently on her feet, but kept hold of her 
arm. " It was the water saved us ; I guess that's why 
they abandoned the quarry — ^there's no way of drain- 
ing it. The winter sno/and spring rain fill it half 
full, and there's nothing doing till the summer 
drought dries them up; there were pools of water 
in it even when I saw it in September." 

She nodded absently; her thoughts were thou- 
sands of miles away, I wrung out my coat and put 
it on again. 

**Let me take your rain-coat." 

Still in a trance, she let me slip it off, wring it, 
and throw it over my arm. As I did so, I thought, 
" If I had had mine on, I never could have swum to 
the surface, and we should be over there now. On 
what straws hangs our fate ! " 

She flashed round and seized my arm. " Oh, I 
never thought of it ! You brought me up from those 
awful depths, almost from the other world ! " 

" Come ! " I said roughly. " We've got a good 
ten-mile walk ahead of us," and jerked my sleeve 
free. This thinking in a sieve and feeling in a shop- 
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window were ^tting monotonous! Anybody would 
think that old gag had come true, and that my father 
haxl been a glazier and put a pane of glass in me! 
My processes of digestion seemed to be about all that 
imp couldn't reaxl. But she sprang at me and caught 
my hand. 

" Then, I don't care if we didn't die, as long as 
you brought me back and wouldn't let me go alone ! " 

** No man could come back without the girl in his 
charge, and you'll be more — a dramatist. Then 
whenever we want to go, the door is open." 

** Wasn't it glorious ! Was there ever such a 
ride in the world? " 

*' No, the Ride of the Valkyries or of the Wild 
Huntsman was a merry-go-round compared to our 
Diana's Chase ! " 

She clapped her hands. " Yes, yes, Diana's 
Chase ! And the best is that we both know the other 
can never be afraid of anything." 

I squirmed uneasily. " I don't know ; there's 
Aunt Emeline to be told about it, and — Gee whiz ! — 
There's the motor ! " 

She clasped her hands, while her eyes grew round. 
" Oh ! Father's made-to-order motor that — ^that 
wasn't finished in time for him to take it to Europe 
with him ! " 

I yanked her by the wrist. " Come, walk, or 
we'll have pneumonia. And let me think: I'm a 
pretty good engineer." 

I did think hard, and that with the pace I set soon 
put me in a glow. Even with new tackle the old der- 
rick could never lift that motor, nor could any other 
powerful enough to do so be hauled there. The only 
hope was to yank it up the trail along the face of 
the rock, and I knew that was not over two-thirds 
the gauge of its wheels in places. Telling my plan 



62 DIANA ARDWAY 

and discussing ways and means lasted through the 
long walk, and It was past seven when two bedraggled 
figures, muddy to the knees from cutting cross- 
country, entered the impressive Ardway hall. An 
immaculate " second man '* was putting a four-and- 
a-half-foot log in the cavernous fireplace; and he 
looked so neat compared to me that I wished him 
safely at the bottom of the quarry! He had no 
business in the mountains, any way. 

" Cooper, where is my Aunt ? " 

Cooper permitted himself neither a start nor a 
stare. 

^^ In the salon. Miss Diana; " and held back the 
hangings for us. 

The salon was more human than its name, and 
the still handsome woman of fifty who cried, 
" Diana ! *' and held out her arms was human too, 
in spite of very evident caste-marks. 

The Kid hugged her, but not hard enough to 
muss her. 

" This is Mr. Worden, Aunt Emeline.'* 

Aunt Emeline offered me her hand, and said 
pleasantly, "How do you do, Mr. Worden?'* 

" Pretty badly, thank you, Miss Ardway." 

** I'm awfully sorry to have worried you. Aunt 
Emeline, but I took the wrong turn and ran the 
motor into an old quarry full of water " 

Otherwise she adhered strictly to the truth — ^too 
strictly, for Aunt Emeline's voice trembled as she 
thanked me. 

"Don't mention it. Miss Ardway. I only hap- 
pened to be Johnny-on-the-spot; but if you want 
that child to grow up, you'd better hobble her or 
chain her up. She's too venturesome — she's using 
up her luck too fast. Also, she's dangerous to her 
friends." 
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Aunt Emeline almost wrung her hands. " I 
know it, Mr. Worden, I know it; and I never draw 
an easy breath while she is out of my sight. It 
was bad enough while we were in Boston, though 
the aegis of the Ardway name " 

*^ Good gracious ! Did she live with you in 
Boston?'' 

Aunt Emeline's lips flattened. *^ Circumstances 
compelled my brother to send Diana to me in 
February.'' 

I saw the Ardways stood together on the " cir- 
cumstance." 

** But what danger could she run in staid old 
Boston, particularly under the — ah — Beacon Street 
Ardway aegis — another B. A. A. ? " 

" My niece was in a very nervous state, and as 
all social diversions were out of the question, under 
the Circumstances " (the capital is Aunt Emeline's), 
" I was compelled to let her join a class in the Boston 
Art School, where she made many extraordinary 
acquaintances." 

The Bad spoke right up. " I only like people 
who do things, and those girls just lived for their 
work. You saw three of them." 

Aunt Emeline sighed. " Yes, you brought them 
to lunch." 

*' Only once, to show you they were the real 
thing ; and to get them there I had to say that if you 
didn't see what my friends were like, you would take 
me out of the art school ; " and the imp winked at me ! 

The compliment of attributed power seemed to 
make Aunt feel so pleasant that I put on another 
coat. 

** As an exponent of Boston's hereditary culture, 
Miss Ardway, you would naturally encourage your 
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niece to express hersdf in art, music, and literature, 
even at her age.'' 

A shadow darkened Diema's face, and Aimt Erne- 
line gasped: 

** Oh, never in music ! " 

I had forgotten that music was connected with 
the Circumstance ; but I looked at her reproachfully. 

** Might I suggest that you order your niece to 
change her clothes at once.'* '* 

Aunt Emeline's remorse and affection came out 
nobly. 

" Oh, my darling child ! How could I keep you 
standing here in those wet things ? Go change every 
stitch instantly! And I think you had better go 
straight to bed, with a hot-water-bottle, and drink 
some hot sage-tea. Don't you think so, Mr. 
Worden?" 

" Absolutely ; with two fingers of Medf ord rum 
in the tea, and ten grains of quinine in front of it ; " 
and I grinned at the child. 

She glared back at me. " I won't ! My clothes 
are perfectly dry, and I'm going to eat a huge 
dinner. We're both dying of hunger." 

Poor Aunt Emeline grew sadly flustered. " Oh, 
Mr. Worden, I must apologize! . . . Diema, 
you must change every stitch you have on. . • . 
Of course ydu are as wet as she is. . . . And 
drink the sage tea even if you won't go to bed. 
. . • Please go upstairs with Cooper and let him 
bring you a change of my brother's clothes. . . . 
Oh, Diana, hurry ! Do you want to come down with 
pneumonia and die? . . . And Cooper will 
bring you some brandy, and we will have dinner in 
ten minutes. Please do!" and she stretched an 
appealing hand to each of us. 

I pressed the right one warmly. " Thank you 
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very much, Miss Ardway, but dinner is waiting for 
me, and if you can lend me a horse or a trap, I really 
must get home." 

**You can't," said Diana defiantly. ** You've 
got to 'phone your plans for saving my motor to- 
night, and I've got to tell you the names of the 
people we want." 

" I will come up in the morning; that is, if you 
obey your Aunt instantly." 

In another tantriun the Kid blocked the doorway. 
" You shan't ! You shall give your orders to-night, 
so they can begin work to-morrow. You're to blame 
for wrecking it, any way." 

I more than half yelled : " What ! I'm to blame 
for your wicked recklessness ? I'm to blame for your 
murderous rages that nearly cost me my life? I 
hope your motor rots there forever ! " and by the 
way I walked up to her she knew what to expect. 

A beseeching angel loaned by heaven to a sinful 
earth stood in the fury's place, with clasped hands 
and shining eyes. 

" Oh, please save my motor! Father will never 
let me drive one again if he hears the accident was 
serious enough to wreck the machine — and he for- 
bade my driving anything but the runabout, any 
way. As long as we went through it together, don't 
desert me now ! " 

" Then, go and change instantly ! " 

She vanished; so did I, with Cooper, after 
'phoning Yuan-kai. Except for six inches more 
girth than I, and a two-inch shorter sleeve, Bacon 
Ardway had a perfect figure. Aunt Eroeline seized 
the moment of my return to pour out her troubles. 

** Yes, I live under a perpetual strain of anxiety 
about Diana! Since coming to the mountains, she 
has been like a hawk escaped from a cage,'* 
6 
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" A very apt simile." 

** She has such energy that she simply plunges 
from one foolhardy adventure to another: climbing 
the most dangerous places in the mountains, where 
no one dare follow her; driving that huge motor of 
her father's, which she ordered sent here from the 
factory without even consulting me; riding that 
vixenish black horse over these dangerous roads and 
running away from any groom ! I cannot control her 
— ^nobody can. Every hour of the day I expect to 
see her brought home terribly injured, if not dead ! '' 

"As I have seen her have two narrow escapes 
in two days, I know you do not exaggerate. But 
there is this crumb of comfort : she is supremely skil- 
ful at all such sports, and I can assure you would 
never lose her head or nerve in an emergency. Hav- 
ing lived a pretty adventurous life myself, I know 
that's a big factor of safety." 

"But it only makes her more daring and 
reckless ! " 

" It works a little that way ; but now the reme- 
dies. The black mare is not vixenish, but naturally 
kind and gentle, and when I send her back will be 
perfectly safe and broken." 

" Oh, thank you bo much ! " 

" About the motor : even if it can be hauled out 
and repaired, people will blame her for wrecking it, 
and she takes pride enough in her skill to want to 
live that down and not do it again." 

" I hope so, I hope so ! " 

** Then, if you would go with her sometimes — — ^" 

" Oh, Mr. Worden, I wouldn't trust myself with 
any one but an experienced chauffeur." 

" I am afraid you will have to, Miss Ardway. I 
guarantee her skill, and of you she would be careful." 

" But I am naturally very timid. I should die 
of fright." 
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"An Ardway? Oh, nons^ifie!" A bull's-eye- 
Aunt Emeline bucked right up, 

" But is it absolutely necessary? " 

''Absolutely! Not every time, but sinnetiines. 
She would appreciate the effort it cost you, and it 
would greatly increase your influence over her. You 
see, in the vernacular, she'd know you for a good 
sport, not afraid of anything, and bo would respect 
your opinion." 

Aunt Emeline moistened her lips and clasped 
and unclasped her bands twice ; then she spoke calmly : 

" I will do it." 

" Good ! ** I held out my hands to the fire, and 
said nonchalantly: "I suppose she'll have some of 
her girl friends up soon? " 

I felt a Boston east wind from the bay. 

" You fOTget, Mr. Worden, that it will be impos- 
sible for us to entertain this summer." 

Now I felt a hot wave eddy inside Bacon Ardway's 
collar, though it was a size too big for me, and I 
walked close up to Aunt Emeline and stood over her. 

" I couldn't be a dramatist if I were not a psy- 
chologist. Miss Ardway, and I tell you that child has 
had a terrible smash in her heart, largely to blame 
for her present recklessness. She must have com- 
panions of her own age to distract her mind, and no 
asinine social convention is to stop it." 

Aunt Em^ne was still staring at me when Diana 
came down, in a pale green V-necked dress which made 
her dead-white skin look whiter yet; but it was ab- 
surdly loag for her, and made her seem quite sixteen. 
A very good dinner, with a pleasant hock and then 
a burgundy wiUi the real furry feeling under your 
taagae. The Kid was wildly ,gB^, and under cover 
of it Aunt Emeline studied me won d aringly. B ut 
after coffee we abandoned her to lier ij^tiectimiih'iwdfoaK 
sat down before the 'phone in an.EdcovE off J]ie hall. 
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with a large pad and two pencils, and proceeded to 
start the campaign. First we called up Mr. Martin, 
her father's partner, at his house, at a friend's house 
where he was supposed to be dining, at his club; in 
vain. 

Then we tried the Eagle Motor Works, in which 
Ardway was a director. No answer. Information 
gave us the superintendent's name. A blank. Then 
the president's. He was In twice! Once in his house 
and once in a rage. We must have interrupted him 
in a winning streak — ^with a girl or poker. But one 
dulcet sentence from Diana, and he just purred along 
the wire. She switched him over to me, €Uid he 
started to purr again, but drew a bunch of orders 
that made him think he was a rooky in the awkward 
squad and set him puffing and gasping till I saw he 
had no mechanical sense and told him to have his 
superintendent ring me up and do whatever I ordered. 

*^ Diana, are you sure your father is a vice-presi- 
dent of the New Haven road? " 

" Positive." 

The general manager's office — ^bing! on the wire, 
nobody asleep there ! 

" Who is in charge? " 

"Mr. Sharp." 

Mr. Sharp was curt and business-like from start 
to finish, yet his tone took on a more human interest 
when Diana introduced herself. He listened to my 
request without interruption, and answered instantly: 

" I'll send one of our own wrecking crews via the 
Poughkeepsie Bridge and Kingston. Camp equip- 
ment and a small blasting outfit, you say? " 

" Yes. My niunber is Tannersville 22." 

** They will report to you by noon, Mr. Wordcn. 
Good-by." 

Diana beamed. " Well, we can just do without 
Mr. Martin, can't we? " 
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*^ I should say so ! Every door seems to open to 
Pa's knock ! '' 

Isn't It splendid? That's real power!" 
Yes — money-power ! " 

But while you were talking to Mr. Sharp, I 
remembered the motor was insured, so we could have 
let the insurance company do all the worrying." 

She read the contempt in my eyes before I spoke. 
" Do you want me to believe you a thief? " 

" Oh! what do you mean? " 

*^You wrecked your car intentionally, and so 
have no more claim for insurance than if you set fire 
to this house and burned it down." 

Her face went red, then white, and she clenched 

her hands. "I never thought Now I see the 

difference. Oh, please don't think that of me — 
please ! " 

" I hope you will never forget. But the motor's 
being insured makes it very awkward." 

"Why?" 

** Your father will try to collect his insurance in 
good faith, but you can't let him." 

" He shan't I'U take all the blame." 

" I expected nothing less of you." 

She grabbed at the pad too late, and I inspected 
a perfectly good caricature of myself, with my long 
nose disappearing down the 'phone ; also one of Aimt 
Emeline. I put the pad in my pocket. ^ 

" How can you be so disrespectful of your 
Aunt? " 

"I? You mecui, weren't t/ou dreadful to her? 
First you ruffled her fur all up till she looked like a 
Pilgrim Father fighting the Indians; then in the 
wave of a sentence you smoothed her down till she 
showed her little double chin from happiness. Why, 
she was so dazed the last half of dinner that she 
forgot to eat ! " 
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^^Huh! You should have seen the strong-arm 
treatment I .gave her while you were dressing." 

" Oh, dear ! And she's so reserved and conven- 
tional ! She'll never like you if you fuss her up.'' 

" I am an acquired taste. No one likes me at the 
start; the first look you gave me was a murderous 
glare. In fact, our path has been strewn with battle 
and sudden death." 

" Oh, please ! " and turned away to the left, 
stretching her right hand toward me in protest ; then 
she let it fall on the table and clenched her fist. 

I looked at it admiringly; it was a bully fist! 
Big for her size, full of expression and energy ; she 
could be a master mechanic, a sculptor — ^why not a 
dramatist, as I had told her? I wondered how long 
it would take her to grow up into the good comrade 
she could be? The longer I looked at the fist, the 
more it fascinated me ; it showed about all the .good 
strong traits of character I knew how to read, and 
lots more ; in fact, it fitted in so to my ideal of what 
a fist ought to be that I couldn't imagine a better one. 
I felt like squeezing it just once, in greeting to a 
long-lost friend whom I had certainly known and 
appreciated before. She sighed, a low, happy sigh. 
I closed my fist and banged it down on hers. 

" Didn't I forbid you ever to read my thoughts 
again?" 

She flared back at me : " I will read them whenever 
I can, even if you kill me for it ! " 

" It's a dishonorable trick ! It's meaner and lower 
than listening at keyholes or reading other people's 
letters, because you can't be caught at it." 

" Well, you caught me." 

That was a woman's argument ! " I tell you, if 
you do it again I won't answer for myself. I may 
crack your neck instead of your fist.' 
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She threw back her head with a strange sort of 
triumphant expression* " Do it now ! " 

I ground my teeth. " I'd like to, you cursed Cop- 
per Cataclysm ! " 

^^ I never thought I'd have to get used to being 
sworn at! '' 

"You'll get used to more than that! I know 
you're not af rsdd of dying, but you're afraid of being 
beaten," 

She flushed scarlet and clenched her fist. " You'd 
dare strike me again — after to-day? " 

" Yes, if it's the only way of getting a sense of 
honor into you." 

She paled, then flashed back, ^^ Is that why you 
kissed me? " 

Now, that was a Parthian dart ; for having kissed 
her while she was my guest and imder my safe-conduct 
was the only thing I regretted of the day's happen- 
ings. To be sure, when a girl boxes a man's ears she 
is supposed to want what comes to her; but this was 
a mere kid. Or if a child gets in a fighting rage, 
you might hold it and kiss it just to dominate it ; yet 
Diana was more than a child — at least, in this dress. 
Confoimd it, if she had had it on that morning, it 
never would have happened ! 

I saw she could not be bulldozed, so I tried a bluff. 
** Pooh ! You can't scare me with that bogy any more ! 
You did really turn the trick once, about the play, 
but that was a kind of inspiration sent to help me; 
you were only the means chosen, and have just been 
bluffing since on the strength of it." Her wide eyes 
looked at me gravely and a little sadly. Curse it, she 
looked twenty-five! I plunged wildly: "Yes, just 
the bluff of a vain, conceited child, who did a trick 
which was funny once, and keeps on boring people 
with it ever after." 
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She scorned me. "You are mixing your meta- 
phors; in your last sentence you admitted the child 
can do the trick." 

" You can't. It's been a bluff every time but the 
first. You can't read far enough into my head to tell 
if I want to wring your neck or — or " 

Tantalizingly : " Squeeze me? " 

The blood flooded into my face and even burned 
my eye-balls, then it ebbed, leaving me in a cold rage. 

" Very well, since you love to read my thoughts, 
I'll give you some that will last you." 

I turned my chair to face her squarely, gripped 
her right hand, and thought about her — as if she 
were twenty-five €Uid I were passionately in love with 
her. No, only a part of love. Her eyes met mine 
defiantly, her hand was cool and moist. Yet within 
a minute I felt the current of her life-force pass into 
me and slowly force its way along each several nerve. 
All the more I concentrated my will and every power 
on forcing my current into her, to make her feel a 
scorch of flame that would scare her from ever pry- 
ing inside me again. Beads of perspiration mois- 
tened my forehead as I forced the blood into my 
brain to get the last volt of power out of it. My 
current must be penetrating her — it would have 
penetrated anything! Yes, yes, it was passing! I 
felt her hand growing warmer than mine, the defiant 
look began to fade from her eyes. But, heavens! 
I was floating in a sea of fire ! 

The alcove, Ardway's house, vanished. I sat on 
the west divan in my library, and it was night, late at 
night, for the silence was absolute, only the fire-glint 
lighted the room. Diana stood on the hearth-rug as 
she had stood that morning, hair flying, elfin, fantas- 
tic, maddening ! I started up and tried to catch her, 
but she whirled away and around me in the mad dance 
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of a Bacchante, sometimes through the air, a foot 
from the floor. From the chrysalis of the prim little 
sailor-suit burst the Queen of the Fairies and Elves 
in a shimmering, iridescent veil that lost nothing of 
her kindling grace and suppleness. Again and again 
she evaded me, but, over-bold at last, flashed too near, 
and I threw an arm round her. Like Diana's own 
crescent, she bent backward over it till the copper 
flood swept the floor, bosom heaving, lips and eyes 
daring me. I caught a sheaf of her hair and smelled 
it, kissed it, squeezed it as a miser would to squeeze 
out gold, squeezed it as a musician would to squeeze 
out music, as a lover would to squeeze out passion! 
• Caught her hand and kissed it, the back, each finger, 
but longest the moist hollow of the palm. Kissed up 
her long, lithe yet muscular arm to the gleaming 
shoulder — ah, that spot was worth a man's spending 
his life over! But I stretched the burning chain of 
kisses on along the ridge of her shoulder to her firm, 
long neck ; up that marvel of all columns to her cheek, 
and now, more slowly with victory in my grasp, for- 
ward to her parted, defenseless lips ! 

With a gasp, the real Diana staggered to her 
feet, whispered piteously, " Don't let me ! " and 
swayed toward me. 

I propped her in my larger chair, crossed the hall, 
and went out into the night. 

There is a meaningless word in musty texts and 
droning sermons ; and then there is — Temptation! A 
hungering, thirsting, fiery madness, which conjures 
before you a mighty dragon, beautiful as the sunrise, 
whose wings span a city, and who whispers : 

" Take your desire, dare to will ! Then, only, may 
you mount this captive Genie, who will grind your old 
life and its fetters to dust, bring you to your every 
heart-longing, carry you to the furthest kingdom of 
your ambition ! " 



CHAPTER V 

THE FEESS 

THE 'phcme broke my first sleep — a switch from 
the hall stands beside my bed. It was the 
superintendent of the Eagle Motor Works, 
and as the fear of God and of Ardway had been 
freshly planted in his heart, he took his orders like 
a little man. My second sleep was broken by Diana, 
via the 'phone, to tell me that Mr. Martin's house 
had located him at a meeting; of some kind of confer- 
ence or congress at Carnegie Hall, and when he called 
her up she had thou^t it better to tell him 

** I don't give a tinker's curse what you told him, 
as long as you were fool enough to tell him any- 
thing, after promising me not to." 

" Oh, please don't be angry. He was so kind 
and anxious to help me — even offered to come right 
up here on a special train if I wanted him ^" 

" Do I want to hear Martin's maudlin mush, or 
do I want to sleep with a hard day before and behind 
me? What the deuce did you wake me for, any way? 
Aren't you and Martin two hot-air artists worthy of 
each other? " 

^^ But he was so kind and sympathetic, and always 
has been so polite to me, that I just had to tell hun 
part of it. Then, I knew it was for my sake you 
advised me not to tell anybody anything, that it 
couldn't make any difference to you, a man, and, 
besides ^" 

"It can't make any difference to me, hey? Do 
you think I want to furnish the comic supplem^ent 
to the whole American press by erranting through 
74 
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all kinds of hairbreadth escapes and romantic adven- 
tures with a cub of your age? Won't my friends josh 
me to death for a cradle-robber? If you were only 
some girl on the stage, they'd think it was all done 
for an ad. and forget it ; or any nice, ordinary girL 
But you, an heiress rotting with money — ^why, theyTl 
think I framed it all up to marry you ! " 

" But no one will know anything about it. Mr. 
Martin promised not to cable Father." 

I fear I exploded. " Cable Father? Who cares 
if he cables Father or not? Do you think I'm afraid 
of Father? Do you think he owns any stock in me or 
holds a directorship in me, that I should kow-tow to 
him like the rest? I'd like to show him and all his 
kind what I think of them, and I'll do them up brown 
in a play yet ! " 

" But please tell me what has Father done to 
make you dislike him so? He is the quietest, most 
modest man, and nothing makes him angrier than 
for people to kow-tow to him, as you say." 

" He stands for predatory wealth, he is predatory 
wealth, with all the noxious odors which exhale from 
it! Can't you see that just because you are his 
daughter, the papers wiU exploit this to the last 
gasp to tickle the public's love for scandal in high 
life? Don't you know that Carnegie Hall was full 
of reporters, and that that blatherskite Martin surely 
started them on the scent, thanks to your blabbing; 
and that this place will swarm with them to-morrow?" 

In a catchy, wobbly voice: " Oh, I never realized 
all that! Please, please, forgive me for dragging 
you into such horrid notoriety! Please advise me 
what to do or say if they come." 

" Nothing! " I yelled. " Don't open your face 
or let Aunt Emeline open hers till I see you and coach 
you. They won't be here till noon, any way, and I'll 
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see you before that; and, understand, I'm worrying 
about the notoriety for you, not for myself, Caspita! 
If it were only that you are imder legal age, or only 
rich, I could stand it, and it would die out some 
time ; but to be an Ardway besides, an Ardwayj after 
the advertising they've had ! Oh, never, never ! " and 
I tottered shivering to bed. 

My third and last sleep for forty hours was shat- 
tered by the city editor of the New York Prefect^ 
nobody less. Bowles is a personal friend of mine, 
and has always treated me white — indeed, the whole 
press has, and a dramatist couldn't afford to queer 
himself with it for any flyaway kid who had blabbed 
on herself. I got the first crack the minute they 
switched Bowles on. 

** Hey, Worden, we've got you with the goods on 
you this time! A peach girl, worth twenty millions 
easy, and an ad. that no money could buy — Gee! 
What a clean-up ! I'll run half a page, with pictures 
of you and your bungalow, your Chink and your 
horses, that we used in that write-up last year, and 
all the Ardway family portraits we used during the 
trial. Dope it out to my stenographer, but hump 
yourself. I'm holding the paper." 

Just waiting to put on socks and trousers, for the 
thermometer marked forty degrees, I doped, sparing 
Diana all I could and enlarging on the problem of 
saving the motor, and the measures taken to that end, 
with a passing allusion to the play I was doing for 
Marjorie to star in, and her expected arrival next day 
— just as an offset to Diana! When I had finished 
a man's voice said : 

" Mr. Bowles says to thank you, and that re- 
porters and camera-men will leave by the newspaper 
train at 3 : 30 a.m." 

No sooner cut off than came a furious ring. 
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" This k the office of the New York Armefiicm. 
Is this Mr. Paul Worden ? *' 

Same thing all over, even to the reporters on the 
newspaper train, with pictures of my ranch in Cuba 
in addition. Half a dozen times people tried to cut 
in on our wire, and no sooner was the Armenia/n off 
than the New York Moon was on. They, at least, 
were not going to run any pictures. Allah be praised ! 
The village cocks crew. When I found who was next, 
I did get a start — a Boston paper! Ahead of all 
but three of our New York papers ! Wouldn't that 
bean you? With them I colloquied in polished syntax 
of Aunt Emeline's atmosphere of Beacon Street, of 
Diana's course at the Boston Art School, of the liter- 
ary aspect of the drama and the suppression of the 
box-office, with the consequent power for moral uplift. 

The stars in the eastern sky began to pale, but 
the rising crescent of the old moon with the morning 
star just above it blazed out like a gigantic firework. 
A gray ghost-light crept into the room from no- 
where, and birds began to chirp. Up from the Hud- 
son Valley flashed the crimson dawn; but for a 
moment Diana and her one true star still queened 
it from the border of Night's purple mantle; then 
a fiery furnace swallowed them, and the sun's first 
beam shot a glow of color into my gray face. Often 
as I have seen this masterpiece of her gifllery, I 
cannot get enough, but always would stretch out my 
hand like a second Joshua to hold it there for an 
hour, for a day, to see if I cannot translate it into 
dramatic action. Just sunrise is simple and hack- 
neyed, but the moon and morning star consumed by 
that mounting flame — what does that symbolize? Is 
it the bright red of Anarchy storming the last bul- 
wark of order and civilization? Is it brazen wealth 
swallowing art and culture? Lust devouring love and 
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romance? Nothing comes to me that is not degrad- 
ing, disheartening. 

Yuan-kai stood beside me with a huge bowl of 
hot coffee with bread broken in it — ^my Cuban dark- 
light breakfast. I handed him the 'phone. 

"Talk to them, Yuan-kai. Tell them I have 
been at this 'phone all night, and am now eating ; also 
curse them according to the Spanish custom, three 
generations past and future, and by all the devils 
in China.'' 

He did so, and I could hear them sputter when 
they drew a string of Spanish curses or a prayer of 
Confucius. Plus the bowl of coffee and a fur motor- 
coat instead of my crimson quilted dressing-gown, I 
continued to dope till five o'clock, when the night- 
staffs shut up and went home, leaving the rest to 
their reporters speeding toward me. 

" Yuan-kai, how many gallons of Scotch, rye, and 
gin, have we in the house? " 

" Twelve, fifteen, four, Sefior." 

" 'Phone to New York immediately for five gal- 
lons of gin, a dozen vermouth, two thousand of those 
Key West cigars, five thousand of the ordinary cigar- 
ettes and five pounds of smoking tobacco; and to 
Kingston for one hundred syphons of carbonic ; also 
fill the house with food and ice, for many men are 
coming — reporters ! " 

Yuan-kai squared his jaw. ** Muy hienj Se^U>r.** 

I took Friday's razor from my box. The piece 
of lace I had willed Diana to bring me was gone! 
Well, I'd get it back and settle her impudence once 
and together! Cutting out my setting-up exercises, 
as it was likely to be long enough before I got any 
lying-down rest, I took a hot shower to start my 
Uood, and was getting into my riding tags when a 
mighty chorus smote the sky : 
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"For he's a jolly good fellow- 



I caught up my coat and dashed to the hall win- 
dow. Fifteen or twenty men were grouped before 
the door in chorus-girl poses, singiag lustily ; all had 
grips or cameras or both, and a band of Aborigines 
gaped at them from the road. Single-handed, a very 
businesslike and fusty-looking Duke, who might have 
been posing as a dentifrice ad., held the three cement 
steps to the door. I surrendered at discretion and 
extended a welcoming hand from the doorway ; while 
the camera-men of the Prefect and the Armenian^ 
who had set up their instruments in the offing, 
snapped the scene and scored first blood ! 

I scanned the throng. "Who is in command? '' 

An instant's pause and somebody said, " Bing '' ; 
then all roared, ** Bmgl " and by way of explanation 
added, " Bing, of the Moon." 

Mr. Bing advanced and gripped my hand. 

" Glad to see you all, Mr. Bing. I advise you to 
locate at the Loxhurst, two hundred yards up the 
road, but make this your headquarters; it contains 
twelve gallons of Scotch and fifteen of rye." A cheer. 
"Shall we sample it.^" Another. "Yuan-kai is 
cooking breakfast for you — in two sittings, if you 
don't mind." A third, and they surged toward the 
door; but Bing barred the way. 

" You can all have a drink, but only the reporters 
are expected to breakfast. The camera-men for the 
Loxhurst ! " and their groans were drowned in the 
reporters' cry of ** That goes ! " 

Drinks, smokes, and then the camera-men mi- 
grated for breakfast and to engage transportation 
for the army to the seat of war. While I looked over 
the papers they had brought me, I studied my adver- 
saries as they joked and bantered each other, picking 
out the lynx-eyed Bing, and the sleuthrfooted 
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Sprague of the Prefect^ as the most dangerous. But 
the write-ups, what a splash! From the dignified, 
pictureless, one-column head of the Moony to a whole 
page in the Armenicm. I had given no depth of 
water in the quarry, so they had no thrilling rescue, 
but made up for it in tinting my by-no-means hope- 
less passion for Diana ; though, as they gave her age 
all the way from fifteen to twenty-five, the cradle- 
robbing issue was not " featured." Then they gath- 
ered round, each quizzing me on points his paper had 
missed; Bing and Sprague putting me through a 
regular Third Degree. But I stuck to it that Diana 
Ardway was a flyaway kid of fifteen who ought to 
have a nurse, that I had never seen her but twice 
in my life, and that when her Aunt had sent the 
motor for me to come and see her, the niece had fired 
out the chauffeur and come herself as a lark, and, 
after driving all round Robin Hood's bam on the 
way home, had landed us in the quarry. 

Yuan-kai announced breakfast, and we declared 
a truce to enjoy it. I mightily pleased with my 
diplomacy. Our meal was a scream, for the reporters 
regarded their assignment as a great lark, and were 
as gay as boys out of school. 

Suddenly the portieres over the hall door gave a 
swish, and Diana burst into the room, booted, spurred, 
and hatless. She started at the circle of bulging eyes 
and open mouths which greeted her, controlled herself, 
and stood her ground. The Press's eyes roamed 
from this radiant vision to me and back again, then 
caught the twinkle in the eyes of Bing and Sprague. 
As soon as my legs would work, I approached her 
with my best society bow. 

" Good morning. Miss Ardway. I suppose I am 
to thank you for a message from your Aunt? Allow 
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me to present " — ^I waved my hand as Cicero might — 
" the Press." 

As one man, they bowed and swarmed toward 
us with horrid, gloating expressions. Diana bowed 
graciously, with a whimsical smile: 

"AU of it?" 

** Absolutely, Miss Ardway," said Bing. " Our 
camera-men are at the Loxhurst, but they don't 
count. We've travelled all night on a horrible news- 
paper train to help you get your motor out." 

Clear-eyed, childish gratitude : *' Oh, thank you 
all so much ! " 

" Not at all. Mr. Worden has planned the whole 
thing admirably. I suppose you met him at your 
Aunt's house? " 

"In Boston?" 

"Ah! It was in Boston!" and Sleuth Sprague 
smiled in a superior manner. 

" My Aunt's house? Yes; the house in Onteora 
Park is my Father's." 

A chuckle round the circle, and Sprague sub- 
sided. 

Bing resumed: "Then, it was at your house 
here?" 

** It was on the road to Legge's farm, day before 
yesterday." I swelled with a sense of vindication. 
She flashed on Bing : ** It isn't time that makes you 
know' people; it's things happening." Bing's ears 
turned pink and his jaw sagged at hearing his 
thought read that quickly. " You see, my mare was 
running away." 

**Ah!" in delighted chorus, and the circle nar- 
rowed round her. 

From the earliest years of our acquaintance 
(that's what hours mean when you live Diana's pace) 
I never doubted there was an actress lost in her, only 
6 
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I wanted it to stay lost, so that so much rarer and 
more precious dramatist could be found. Fools may 
bleat as to whether the egg or chicken came first, 
but no Psychopathic Ward has yet heard that the 
actress appeared before the play! Diana hadn't 
more than started on the tale of Bruja*s rescue of 
her, in spite of my warning shakes and frowns, than 
the Press knew it too. As we had passed the spot on 
the way home from the wreck the day after, we had 
talked about the Chestnut's gallant race, and I had 
told something of my apostrophe to her in Spanish, 
and she must have read the rest, for now she gave 
every word of it and every act in the drama with 
a power which held us spellbound, till Bruja plowed 
up the .ground with her fore-feet and I set the girl 
down in the road. Warm looks of admiration, a 
Babel of tongues and questions, till she went on to 
tell of the Chestnut's jealousy and love for me. A 
low whinny from the doorway made us whirl roimd 
to see if she had raised a ghost. Framed by the 
hangings, a beautiful chestnut face looked at us with 
startled blue eyes, ears pricked nervouslv forward. 
I raised a warning finger" and said in Spanish: 

"Come, sweetheart! Come, Bruja, come!" and 
turned my back. 

Slowly she came in, sniffed me with a little joyous 
whinny, and snuggled her muzzle against my cheek. 
From that moment the Press stood behind Diana as 
one man, or as one big brother rather proud of his 
only sister. Her natural cordiality and frankness 
woke an answering native chivalry, which jealously 
held to the key-note I had struck of a wayward, whim- 
sical half -child, half -Dryad, bending all wills to hers. 
Nor in the tens of thousands of words published 
about her was there anything to cost her one blush 
or one tear. The Ardway scandal was allowed to lie 
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in its grave, and I was faithfully pictured as a friend 
of her Aunt's, twice her age, quite absorbed in my 
exacting and successful dramatic work, but momen- 
tarily drawn into the Young Groddess's triumphal 
oibit to serve her, for which common purpose all 
things animate or inanimate had really been created. 
The New Haven Railroad's wrecking crew and the 
gigantic motor-truck I had ordered from the Eagle 
Works arrived during the morning, and the latter's 
first duty was to bring a row-boat from Catskill Lake. 
Then we loaded the camp equipment of the crew 
with what timber the foreman and I thought neces- 
sary, tied a farm wagon with seats for the men 
behind it as a trailer, and at two p.m., with everybody 
fed, set off for the quarry, convoying four rigs full 
of reporters. When we came out on the bald shoulder 
of North Mountain the chauffeur of the truck peered 
at the furrows plowed by Juggernaut and muttered: 
"Gee! Dey soit'nly was lettin' her out!" 
When we reached the quarry and the trail ended 
in the air, with that black gulf so far below, the Press 
could only stare in amazement and horror, but the 
chauffeur took off his greasy cap and scratched his 
head. 

" Gee! Dat soit'nly was one joy-ride! ^ 
While the crew unloaded and pitched camp, the 
Press and I carried the boat down the rock trail, and, 
with the two local swimming champions whom I had 
hired as divers, rowed out on the Lake of Styx to 
locate and buoy Juggernaut; and though the water 
was fifteen feet deep, we at last did so. Then the 
chauffeur and the foreman surveyed the rock trail 
and agreed that at least three protruding buttresses 
wotdd have to be blasted out, and a detail was set 
to drilling. The camera-men rushed back after half 
an hour's stay to get their pictures off, but the Press 
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and I hit Haines Falls only in the tail of the June 
twilight, their " stories " ready for the wire. Yuan- 
kai greeted me with a left-hander to the mark : 

" The Sefior will please call up Sefiorita Sin- 
clair." 

Marjorie — Friday — dining there — ^prodded my 
conscience in succession. But I had the one excuse to 
propitiate an actress! Wasn't I pressing the whole 
Press to my bosom, holding it in the hollow of my 
hand? And when I invited her party to come out in 
Fleming HalPs car to picnic with It, stopping for 
Yuan-kai and the lunch, she just purred. 

Eight o'clock found us at work, and Bing boasted 
that a world was sitting down to study our engineer- 
ing problem with its breakfast. Diana was only half 
an hour behind us, but it felt good and plenty past 
lunch time when Fleming's car hove in sight with 
those two precious freights of food and girls. Mar- 
jorie tossed off her hat, veil, and dust-coat, to appear 
in a navy blue sailor suit, with white collar. The 
sun blazed furiously on her dull-black, wavy hair, 
trying in vain to light one answering glint in it, 
and her white skin, rather sharp, intelligent features, 
and dark blue eyes made a picture of the best and 
highest Irish type. Bertha Marston looked some 
girl, too, in bom blonde hair, mauve linen suit, stock- 
ings, and pumps. The Press was presented, about 
half electing to convoy the food to Diana, under the 
pine-trees she had chosen for dining-room, the others 
explaining the terrors of " The Leap of Death," as 
the Armenian had christened it. Fleminor Hall is 
objectionably rich and flabby, but he is a thorough 
motorist and mechanic ; so he stared at Juggernaut's 
track, incredulous of his eyes. 

** I watched your trail here where the truck and 
wagons hadn't wiped it out, and you were hitting up 
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fifty miles an hour on that rotten road, where twenty 
was more than I wanted. Then " — pointing to the 
deep imeffaced wheel-cuts at the brink — ^** there wasn't 
a poimd of brake on those wheels, when you couldn't 
help seeing what you were going into.*' 

** I can't explain it. Come and see if the girl at 
the wheel can." 

Bertha had punctuated our inspection with Ahs, 
Ohs, and Dreadfuls, but Marjorie had not uttered a 
sound; just a glint of horror as she first looked 
over the brink, then a searching glance at me and 
intense thought. Diana's section of the Press had 
spread a most toothsome prospect, and grouped 
round her as a court when we came up. Names, 
bows, smiles; when she stepped suddenly forward 
and took Marjorie's hand, while that staring, absent 
look came into her eyes. 

" Look out ! " I said sharply. " She's reading 
your thoughts." 

But the mischief was done. Diana dropped her 
band as casually as if it were a dried leaf, and said : 

" Nothing, I assure you. Won't you sit there? 
And, Miss Marston, will you sit there? Mr. Hall, 
I'm going to keep you beside me, so you won't burst 
from all the questions you want to ask." 

We fell to, and a beautiful pink flush died out 
of Marjorie's face. But as I chewed my jaws kept 
time to the Kid's words, which a cuckoo clock in my 
brain kept repeating : ** Nothing — I as — sure you. 
Nothing — I as — sure you," and tried to puzzle out 
a question to fit that answer. 

A glint of cold steel in Marjorie's sapphires told 
her Irish wa;s lit, and she was easily the life of the 
party. Presently she caught Diana's eye. 

" Don't you think it would be fun for Mr. Hall to 
ask his questions right out loud? " 
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Why, yes " — nonchalantly ; " or shall I just 
answer them without his asking? *' 

" That would be more amusing still — ^if you can 
do it? '' 

" You ought to know that I can. But Mr. Hall 
has answered one himself since he's been sitting here, 
by deciding that I'm not crazy. Since that he's been 
wondering what we'd had to drinL Well, I had the 
wheel, and had had nothing but tea and milk, as 
usual, and I've heard Mr. Worden say he never 
drinks anything till dinner-time." 

Fleming's flabby face turned pink, and he mut- 
tered foolishly: 

" Jf ow, did you get that ! Now, did you get 
that!" 

" But when I stopped for Mr. Worden I peeped 
at the manuscript he was writing and read a thrilling 
scene he was working on — ^with my mind, I mean, not 
my eyes; and made him talk about it and got very 
excited and enthusiastic over it. And when he saw 
the motor he just loved it and said " — and darned if 
she didn't repeat my apostrophe to Juggernaut! 
** And that expressed' so exactly what I felt about the 
car that it just finished me and made me a little light- 
headed, and the more speed I threw in the more I 
believed that Juggernaut could jump anything, even 
from one world to another ; " and smiled at the sinis- 
ter, literal truth of her words. 

The foreman cut short our discussion by announc- 
ing the first blast ready to fire, and we stampeded for 
it. After that, Marjorie asked me to call up the 
horses for her to pat, which of course took us away 
from the others. Bruja stood off, but Gallo just 
loved her. Then she fixed her cold steel eyes on me 
till they held like hooks. 
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" What did you do to that girl to make her try 
to kill both of you?" 

A great light flashed: that was the question 
Diana had answered ! 

** She told you, * Nothing, I assure you.' '* 

" She lied— to shield you ! " 

" Supposing she did? What would you do for 
me?'' 

« KiU you, I think ! " 

" That will be the last and greatest favor ; and 
you are one of the few people I'd trust to make a 
swift, sure job." 

" Then, you admit it? " — through her teeth. 

"You insult me, and from you it is twice an 
insult. I did nothing to her I shouldn't do to my 
own sister if I had one." 

The cold steel glints melted into clear dark sap- 
phires, and she sighed from 'way, 'way down. I held 
her eyes with mine and searched their depths. 

** What will you do to pay for that insult? " 

Black trouble-shadows up from the blue depths ! 

"Any tiling!" 

The blood began to surge toward my brain. I 
came nearer and looked deeper. 

"Anything?" 

Two sparks of fire lit down in the depths in an- 
swer to mine; the trouble-shadows evaporated like the 
mists from Catskill Clove after sunrise. 

" Anything ! " in a tense whisper. 

I laid my hand on hers where it rested on Gallo's 
neck, and watched the sparks grow. 

** And if that child would lie to shield me — sup- 
posing I needed it — ^what would you do for me? " 

Her hand grew hot under mine; the sparks be- 
came two flames. 

"More! All!" 



CHAPTER VI 

SMBEB-GLOW 

THE next morning finished all our preparations 
and very nearly me; for my divers struck 
and refused even to try to fasten the ends of 
a twenty-foot two-inch cable to the ends of Jugger- 
naut's front axle, as a bridle. From the bridle a 
two-inch cable ran through guide pulleys fastened 
to the rock, to a purchase of two quadruple pulleys, 
their rope running to the windlass on the motor- 
truck, worked by its engine; the whole forming an 
extra powerful safe-hoisting outfit. We had built 
a heavy plank flooring, in sections, wide enough for 
the car's wheels, to be laid ahead of it on the rock 
trail, projecting a third of its width beyond the edge 
in places. All looked easy and feasible if we could 
once fasten the bridle to Juggernaut under fifteen 
feet of water. Neither the Press, the wrecking crew, 
nor the chauffeurs seemed to thirst for the honor 
of belling the cat; so the honor manifestly thirsted 
for me ; which is infinitely more creditable. 

But when Diana protested fiercely against my 
doing it, it became written on the first page of the 
Primer of Female Psychology that Marjorie would 
urge me to do it, just to show her Power; a tempta- 
tion no actoreen could resist, even at the very vivid 
risk of drowning or f oimdering her chosen dramatist. 
For Marjorie is unfeignedly persuaded that she 
marked me among the nameless millions surging out- 
side the theatrical stockade, pulled me within, and 
taught me drama; and any one familiar with the 
auto-magnification of her profession will not be sur- 
88 
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prised to hear that I never met the dame till two of 
my plays had been' produced and she happened to be 
cast for the third. Still, to believe that her Pow-er 
over a man is retroactive and that it shaped his 
fate from the day of his birth and maybe jug^gled 
prenatal influences before that, though she first met 
him in his thirty-fifth year, is no swallow at all for a 
woman's credulity ! And remember, if we don't fool 
'em all their power of belief can digest, they will get 
the craved-for nutriment from some other man, ad- 
venturous enough to be entangled in half a dozen 
different colored hairs at once, thus producing the 
aliment at wholesale. Or if they are too priggish for 
that, they will destroy their nerves and sanity by 
inventing credulity-stretchers for themselves, com- 
pared to which the above retroaction is a fly-speck 
on a window-pane! For a woman's belief has to be 
fed three times to her stomach's once. 

It took me eight dives from the boat, averaging 
forty-five seconds under water, and I couldn't have 
done it then except that we fastened a rope stirrup, 
such as the pearl divers use, to a thirty-pound 
boulder, and, slipping my toe in that, I sank instantly 
to the bottom ; then slipped out of it and they hauled 
it up. When the cat was belled and the Press had 
flayed me with bath-towels in the wrecking-crew's 
tent, we all held hands in breathless suspense while 
the chauffeur cranked up and the windlass started 
to heave. The pulleys clicked and rattled, the rope 
tautened and lifted them from the ground, more 
slowly the long line of cable straightened too, till it 
stabbed into the water as rigid as a bar of iron. Sud- 
denly it slackened. Heavens ! Had it parted? No, 
for it tautened again. So it had started Jugger- 
naut, and he had rolled forward, showing his wheels 
were in working order. 
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Before the cheers died away, he was in sight at 
the bottom of the rock trail, and, rushing in waist- 
deep in their excitement, the crew pried his wheels 
onto it, forced a section of the plank road under him, 
moved the guide-pulleys, and had him clear of the 
water before anybody would stop to eat. The chauf- 
feur danced and spat out his gum in his joy. 

" Dere ain't er mark on her ! She might 'a' been 
sewed up in cotton an' crated an' sot down in er 
baby's cradle wid er steam crane, fur all de harm it 
done her ! " and fifty million people laughed at his 
metaphor next morning. 

We fell upon lunch in the gayest spirits. Three 
days of common effort had knit us all together, and 
as the Press would migrate by the six o'clock train, 
every one did his best to hit up the pace. Marjorie 
was in fine fettle, for had she not shown her Pow-er? 
But though Diana was as merry as a grig, the Press 
was not going to let anybody think they had put it 
over their little sister; so Bing propounded: 

" Of course, as the owner of the car. Miss Ard- 
way had to forbid Mr. Worden's diving for it. But 
as she had seen him swim safely out of there under 
far more dangerous circumstances, perhaps " — ^with 
a sharp glance — '^ carrying her, we know it was only 
a matter of form, and that she did not feel the slight- 
est anxiety about his making himself useful." 

We men exchanged glances of admiration punc- 
tuated with chuckles, and Mar j one's power lost its 
capital and its hyphen ! 

Diana looked him frankly in the eye. " I came to 
only as he was carrying me up the trail; and then I 
was so cold, and the water looked so black and the 
rocks so high, that I thought I was dead." 

For a moment they looked at her in grave silence, 
then all began to talk at once. 
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Through dancing, cheers, and throwing of hats, 
Juggernaut rolled out on the level ground above the 
quarry, to be touched, felt, patted, even kissed, by 
his adoring subjects. The chauffeur tore open the 
bonnet and barked to his mechanic, ** Drain de car- 
buretor, Jim ; " and opened the pet-cock under the 
crank-case. 

Oil came out, proving there was no water or it 
would have settled to the bottom ; so he shut it, threw 
in the battery, and tried the spark. . . . Strong! 
Closing the bonnet, he cut out the muffler and 
cranked; once, twice, three times. . . . The 
crash of a machine-gun battery! With a yell, he 
sprang to the wheel, his mechanic after him, and as 
he threw in the clutch Juggernaut waked to furious 
life and darted toward the road! 

" Break camp ! " roared the foreman to his crew. 

Almost as noiselessly as a cloud-shadow. Jugger- 
naut backed down on us. The chauffeur turned his 
head: 

" If any of youse would like ter eat supper in 
Buffalo, chest say de woid ! " 

Next morning it poured, and I cut out my ride 
and was writing hard at six o'clock, as for days exer- 
cise had been at maximum, but drama at minimum. 
I felt just ravenous for work, a passion to create 
possessed me; flashes of wit, fragmentary moving 
pictures of passionate and dramatic scenes, swarmed 
up from my subconscious mind as from a witch's 
cauldron, and swirled and darted about my conscious 
mind, teasing me, taunting me, daring me to seize 
them glowing hot and forge them into flame. Even 
Diana's blue sabre-strokes on the last written pages 
were an inspiration to-day, kindling the fancy of an 
iron portcullis dropped by supernatural power to 
block a wrong road I would have travelled. 
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So, taking up my scene from the point to which 
the original but logical imagination of Gerard had 
brought it, I confided it to Olivers poetic and fantastic 
brain ; or was it Diana's, incarnated for the occasion 
in my heroine? I do not mean, was she sendin.g me 
any wireless thought suggestions, but was I already 
using her whimsical, eerie personality to vivify my 
characters? Certainly I was! Any man with work 
to do who from vanity or pig-headedness refuses to 
grip a live power wire held out to him, thrust on him, 
is a fool; if he is a dramatist, he is a criminal! 
Hadn't I even had the sense to plan to use her the 
second time I saw her? 

The jolly Bohemians of the press who for nearly 
three days and nights had lived and revelled in my 
dignified library had added but a vague, unidentifi- 
able increment to the room's atmosphere — and left 
the piano out of tune! But that Copper Kid stuck 
out everywhere in bumps! She peered over — ^no, 
round — my shoulder as I wrote at my stand-up desk ; 
she sat at the table and ate candied fruits ; she coiled 
up on the divan, staring at me; she lay on her 
stomach on the hearth-rug, kicking up her heels; 
raging, she fought and bit as I crushed her against 
my chest. Hanging in a languorous crescent over 
my arm in that iridescent veil, she yielded more, more, 
more! With that mad light in her eyes, she dashed 
me off the edge of the world! Oh, hell! Anybody 
would think I was a neophyte, and this was my cell. 
Didn't Gus Merryweather, in the argot of the Latin 
Quarter, call my two neophyte's prayer divans 
" Foutoirs**? I wish to thunder he was coming to- 
morrow instead of the last week in July! 

Trrrrrrr! Yuan-kai's knock, and I realized I 
was faint for food after six hours' work. Unlocking 
the door, I turned to the west window to fathom the 
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mood of the weather; heard him come in, close the 
door, open the other, and go into the pantry. Well, 
if the weather wanted to sulk, let it ! I would stay in 
till six, when I had to start for Mar j oriels dinner. 
Actually, I was so himgry and worked-out that I felt 
cold, and touched a match to the shavings on the 
hearth. The wind sighed through the room as if 
it were November. The fire-charm of the darting 
blue tongues, soon tingeing with orange and yellow, 
began to cheer me. It never grows old or loses its 
power. Where the devil did that wind come in? I 
turned and looked round the room and saw a red 
bundle about the size of a pimipkin on the east divan 
beside my desk. It was odd of Yuan-kai to have left 
it without saying anything, and I walked over to open 
it. I did not open it, because I recognized it as the 
only part of Diana which could, from a certain angle, 
resemble a bimdle or a pumpkin, owing to her lying 
on her side, folded in the middle like a jack-knife, 
with only the illusion pointing outward toward the 
fireplace and the rest of her tucked back under the 
cushions. 

Now, a coin has only heads and tails, and, just 
like a one-way fried egg, it must be sunny-side or 
shady-side up. Of course a girl has neither sunny- 
side nor shady-side; she is more like a coin — except 
that she is complicated with feet, making her a three- 
point problem, or one equation with three unknown 
quantities — and no algebra is proof against that! 
No, the present girl was one equation with two un- 
known quantities; only her head and feet were hidden 
from me; there was no question of sunny-side or 
shady-side; in fact, the coin was balanced on its 
edge, so to speak; but it was by one of her feet I 
aimed to yank her out, as being the least personal 
portion of her anatomy. So, gritting my teeth, I 
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plunged my arm at hazard among the cushions and 
gripped! By the mercy of Saint Ursula and other 
blessed protectors of Das Backfischy I caught an 
ankle, or near enough it for all practical purposes, 
so I heaved. Diana shot past me, feet first, followed 
at an inappreciable interval of time, if not of dis- 
tance, by her personal property and adornments. 
She lit squarely on her feet, boxed both my ears, 
and, following a predetermined orbit, reached the 
hearth-rug just as Yuan-kai came in to set the table. 

Holding her hands to the blaze, she remarked, 
*'Mr. Martin 'phoned that the insurance company 
has offered to pay all expenses of raising Jugger- 
naut, and to ask you to itemize yours and those 
round here, and he will get those of the railroad and 
motor-works.'* 

I was still wrestling with many sensations, but 
asked sternly: 

" What did you answer? " 

" What I promised you I would that night, and 
said if he collected anything from the company 
against my wishes, I would pay it back." 

" Good girl ! Did that settle him? " 

" I fear he may have appendicitis from biting 
off the end of the long-distance wire! " 

I chuckled, and Yuan-kai brought in fried fish 
fillets [pescado minuto'\ and quarters of lemon. 

" Excuse me a minute. Take your regular seat." 

And I dove upstairs to remove the lead and blue- 
pencil haze from my hands and order my much- 
tugged locks. Frankly, I don't see how bald people 
call up their Muse. Mine has direct connection with 
the roots of my hair, and if I tug it hard enough 
she rarely fails to answer in some way. If I were 
going to sculpt the most characteristic statue of my- 
self possible, it would be leaning on my stand-up 
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desk with my left elbow, fingers knotted in my thatch, 
right hand poising pencil to jot the burning message ! 

" I suppose this is my regular seat? " remarked 
the Kid, taking the two largest fish fillets. 

" Why, of course " — ^taking the two remaining 
fillets — " though when it gets too hot to have a fire, 
you may prefer to sit here and look across the Clove." 

She shook her head, the answer being delayed in 
transmission by the congestion of fried-fish traffic. 
" No, this is mine — ^you've said it — and I like to look 
at the hearth and the rug, even if there's no fire. 
You see, so much happened there." 

" There was a lot of candied fruit wasted there! " 
But she was staring wistfully into the fire miles above 
that shaft. 

" We were standing there the first time you 
squeezed my hand." 

" I never did again '* — ^flippantly. 

She looked at me reproachfully. " In Jugger- 
naut?" 

** That was your arm, and — the circumstances 
were exceptional. Besides, that shall be the last 
offense.'* 

" You held it a long time that night." 

The nerve of that cub ! " It seemed a year to 
me, and I didn't squeeze it." 

" I know you did, but neither of us could stop 
to realize it." 

I began to get embarrassed, and at such times I 
always get rude. "Why should I have squeezed 
your hand when I was squeezing all of you, and in 
a sort of Salome veil, too? " 

Two lovely spots of rose came into her ivory- 
white cheeks. " But that was in a dream, almost a 
trance ! " 
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" Well, do you prefer the dream or the reality ? 
YouVe tried both." 

She half -closed her eyes. " Oh, the dream ! It 
was only the first time that I wanted to kill you." 

" The best proverb in all French says that." 

" I'm glad it's so easy to learn to be charitable." 

" The proverb says that too." 

" It's a dear little proverb ! But of course ours 
is an exceptional case." 

" Rather! You see, so much had to be done just 
in the way of business: lifting you off Medea, carry- 
iiig you out of the quarry, catching you when you 
went wobbly after that dream dance, holding you 
in the dream dance. Even the first time grew out of 
a punishment for your violence and gluttony." 

Fiercely : " It was the first time I had ever been 
struck ! '* 

" The proverb covers that too. You'll get used 
to it." 

" Your ears don't seem to get used to It ; they're 
pretty red ! " 

" And youi* face gets red, and you have the con- 
ceit to think I helped you off the divan because I 
wanted to touch you, instead of its being the most 
cold-blooded politeness, like the other cases I men- 
tioned!" 

For five minutes there ensued a silent, if not noise- 
less, consumption of food, her strong white teeth 
picking the bones of two — well, rather small — 
breaded pork-chops, with a consoling pepper and 
tomato sauce, as clean as a rat's. For dessert, there 
was guava paste and home-made confections of 
almond flour, half cake, half candy, but no candied 
fruit. I called her attention to its absence. 

" That is a tacit rebuke of your greediness the 
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first time, by Yuan-kai, for I did not mention the 
matter to him/' 

She tossed her head defiantly. " Huh ! I bet I 
have two handfuls stuffed in my blouse when I go 
home; and, any way, I like these just as well." 

A woman has nothing to learn from a Chinaman 
when it comes to " saving her face." In case the 
candied fruits should be locked up! I lit a cigarette 
and watched her quest round the room like a beagle, 
sniffing at the divans, cushions, backs of chairs, and 
hangings; then nod her head with a satisfied expres- 
sion, and remark: 

" The Press left a horrid smell of tobacco." 

** It will go as soon as we can open all the win- 
dows ; but you didn't have to nose roimd like a hound 
off a scent to find that." 

** No, I wanted to see if Miss Sinclair had been 
here since I had; but she hasn't." 

^ " What's the matter with last night? You know 
the Press left on the six o'clock train." 

** She wasn't here. I sniffed her on purpose to 
learn her smell — brunettes have the most. At first, 
she thought I was going to bite her," 

** Have I got to muzzle you or keep on a leash 
when I take you around.'^ " 

" Oh, I'm not a cannibal ! But it's useful to be 
able to tell if a certain person has been in a room 
within twenty-four hours; and if they stay there 
long or touch anything for a few minutes, I always 
can, after I've learned their smell." 

" I shall spend the rest of this summer under my 
shower ! " 

** But we enjoy lots of things more if we have 
developed our sense of smell." 

" Maybe, but remember, no doggy tricks when I 
take you into polite society ! " 
7 
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" You'd be so likely to take me there ! " 

" Any place I'd take you would be so far ahead of 
polite society that you'd stifle and petrify when you 
got back there ! " 

She flashed round at me, afire with enthusiasm. 
"I know it! I know it just from knowing those 
girls at the art school, just from feeling you work 
that morning, just from knowing those keen, am- 
bitious reporters ! " 

" What dojrou know? " 

" Oh, I don'r know it yet ! It's too big, it's too 
beautiful, it's too strange! I've only peeped at it, 
only seen the first gray dawn. Show roe more, show 
me it all, make the sun rise ! " 

** You mean, make ambition rise? *' 

** Yes ; teach it to me, wake it in me, beat it into 
me!" 

" What, I? I squander my time beating ambition 
into one of your caste; reeking of money and snob- 
bishness, rotting in the flesh-pots? Why, it would be 
easier to cure one of you of drink, gambling, and the 
drug habit, all together, than to heave you up to 
ambition ! " 

She clenched her fists. " That's a cruel lie! Only 
a few are that way ; the others are moral and intelli- 
gent and charitable, and, as I read in a German book 
on sociology, our best defense against socialism and 
anarchy." 

" They are the only excuse for socialism and 
anarchy! They make socialism and anarchy our 
only choice to escape slavery to dirty money ! '* 

" How can you be so cruelly unfair, how can you 
deliberately preach class hatred? " 

" To save myself from becoming as hopeless a 
slave as any Roman became to a hateful oligarchy, 
whose fortunes have just rolled up from inertia. 
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long after the brains which founded them have gone. 
I'd like to start fresh every day by guillotining the 
ten richest men in the country. I bet that would start 
a healthy redistribution ! " 

** Aren't you ashamed to be so brutal and savage? 
Aren't you ashamed to betray your caste? For you 
were bom a gentleman ! " 

** I'm only against wealth, not civilization. And 
I had to make myself a man, after being horn a 
gentleman." 

" Then make me a woman in spite of it ! " 

** The only woman I respect is a bachelor girl, 
and your money-leprosy bars you from that." 

** It doesn't, it shan't ! I hate it ! Help me with 
one finger, believe in me by one thread, and I can 
be anything or do anything ! My second sight shows 
me that if you only will it, there's no end to the power 
I can have ! " 

" Am I God, to make a silk purse out of a sow's 
ear, or a Bachelor Girl out of an Ardway ? " 

Her face went gray and shivery, and her breast 
Leaved once in a little gasp of pain ; then she walked 
slowly out of the room and closed the door. I had 
stated only my honest feelings and convictions, but 
they are so vivid on this subject that they always 
work my democratic nature into a glow of tropical 
cruelty against wealth and snobbishness. Tropical 
cruelty is a condition of latitude ; it's what the people 
bred there do naturally and habitually to one another, 
what northern peoples learn to do to them soon after 
they get there; a sense of community in misfortune 
preventing them doing it to one another. After you 
have lived in the tropics a year, that is, in any way 
roughing it, really ground against its climate, in- 
sects, privations, and treacherous natives, it becomes 
perfectly natural and inevitable to spur your horse 
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bloody If he shies or stumbles, and to tie your dog 
up and break an inch-and-a-half tobacco-pole over 
him if he disobeys you. If you happen to crack his 
l^g> you finish him with your machete, or spend a 
cartridge, and throw him to the buzzards. Yet you 
love your horse and dog much more down there than 
you do here; and it's only that your temper bakes, 
bakes, bakes, till it's as short as a piece of pie-crust, 
and boiled-blood savagery bubbles right up against 
your white skin. 

All that the Spaniards did to the Aztecs or the 
Moors, the Crusaders to the Saracens at the storming 
of Acre, the mutinous Sepoys to the English or the 
English back at the Sepoys, becomes an inspiring 
consolation, that there has been so much bloodshed 
and cruelty in the world, and that some men, many 
men, have had the glorious opportunity to get out of 
their systems what seethes in yours ! 

I had worked into such a splendid rage against 
Diana's caste that I left the mail unopened, and, 
leaving a dozen blank pages to finish the scene I 
was working on, plunged into the middle of Scene 2, 
which was to be full of hate and contempt, and car- 
ried it through to the end in a triumphantly malig- 
nant tone, a perfect foil to the first scene of romance 
and elfin imagination. 

The five-mile ride to Marj oriels rested me some, 
but Duke's exuberant joy when he foimd we were 
bound for Kiltie's house spread terror to animal life 
along the road. I rode Gallo, as I knew he could see 
in the dark to come home by, and maybe Medea was 
too citified to. Dinner was sadly behind Yuan-kai's, 
and Bertha would talk shop till I told her to shut up 
and that I never wanted to hear of an actress, a play, 
or a theatre again. But three glasses of champagne 
rested me some more, and Marjorie, in a dull, soft. 
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loose, yet clinging black dress, now falling off one 
lean, clean shoulder, now the other, encouraged me 
a lot more; so that when Fleming and Bertha took 
wraps and struck for the swinging^ouch in the 
summer-house, I blessed them quite genially. Mar- 
jorie has a triplet to my two divans in her living- 
room, but within halberds holding up curtains at both 
ends, and perforated iron and copper lanterns, with 
a general Turkish-comer effect which would stifle 
me for every-day use. But now, by only the light of 
our cigarettes and a bed of glowing embers on the 
hearth, it was very soothing. 

Under the Turkoman tent, Marjorie's skin showed 
plainer than anything else, but her eyes, hair, and 
dress were swallowed up by the night. 

" Marjorie, I've missed you very much.'* 

*^ Tired of the cradle? "—with the tiniest lilt 
of rising inflection. 

** Marjorie, I swear by Heaven and by you that 
the cradle never did and never could lure me for an 
instant! Did you or anybody else ever hear of my 
knowing or looking at any girl under twenty-five, 
even a chorus-girl, dowered with twenty centuries of 
guile at birth?" 

" No, never.** 

** Then, believe this Copper Cataclysm was hurled 
at me by Fate for my sins, and, desperately as I tried 
to shake her off, I succeeded only to-day." 

" Where did you see her to-day? " 

** She slipped in at breakfast-time, right under 
Yuan-kai's nose. Indeed, my faith in him has been 
jarred." 

** Then he believes you love her." 

** In eight years he ought to know me proof 
against cradle-robbing better than you do." 

" But I want to believe it." 
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*^ Diantre! That may be just the difference. 
Yuan-kai certainly wants me to rob it! Why '' 

"Well?" 

" Why, the first time she saw him, she told him 
some yam about my having given her Bruja, so he 
thought '' 

"What?" 

" So he looked at me admiringly when I came in." 

" Has Yuan-kai turned match-maker?" 

" I guess more mate-maker than match-maker." 

" You say you shook her off to-day? " 

I repeated the scene to her, wid she pondered a 
while. 

" You say she walked slowly out of the room? " 
Yes, slowly." 

" And closed the door gently? " 

" Gently but firmly.' 

Marjorie didn't sigh, but just took a deep breath 
of contentment. I did not hear the breath, yet I 
knew it, I studied the white band of her forehead, 
the black pools of her eyes below it, and wondered if 
I could solve a combined problem in triangulation and 
anatomy? I did solve it. Of all the marvellous and 
inspiring properties of woman's lips, the most extra- 
ordinary is that they never wear out ! Omar asks of 
his wine- jug's lip, 

How many kisses might it take — and fpve? 

Yet the slightest knock, a careless set-down, a grope 
in the dark, and your jug is shattered, its store of 
kisses scattered. But a woman ! What brutal wear 
and tear and crashes and throw-downs will she stand 
without breaking! What shapes can you not bend 
her into before she snaps ! And not once in a hun- 
dred times will her spring of kisses dry up before she 
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shatters. Thank God for making her different from 
jugs! Still — He might have made them self -filling! 

" Marjorie, your kisses remind me of falling 
peach-blossoms ; only, by the mercy of Heaven, they 
bloom twelve months in the year and twenty-four 
hours a day." 

" Paul," she whispered, " your technique is too 
perfect ! " 

That was one of her sarcastic Irish Jabs ; always 
gems in themselves, but sometimes ill-timed. Besides, 
Fve observed that, however you kiss Marjorie, up- 
side-down, right-side-up, criss-cross, cater-comered, 
on the bias or with the grain, on the wind or with 
sheet started, her nose never gets in the way, never 
gets blanketed, so that you have to spoil maybe a per- 
fect, vacuum and let her up to breathe! (Ingenues, 
attention !) Besides, she taught me a lot of things 
I said I didn't know. Still, somebody must have dis- 
covered them by themselves — I mean, for themselves 
— originally; so why not Marjorie? Any way, Fd 
never be guilty of such an Irish trick as to compli- 
ment a woman on her technique ! 

Presently two thoughts struck me together: I 
must build up that fire to save it, and I must mix 
Fleming and Bertha a drink. Well, the fire was so 
out that the hearth was ice-cold, and from opposite 
sides of it Duke and Kiltie woke and rose stiffly; 
and as I stepped out on the veranda to call Fleming, 
a long-settled snore echoed from his room. Time 
is never so inconsequential as while the ember-glow 
lights the clock! 
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CHAPTER Vn 

CATAPUI.TED ! 

THREE pleasant, productive days, and we were 
in July; likewise, the invading army of sum- 
mer boarders was in us, or, at least, among 
us and all over us. Troops of hefty, bareheaded 
girls with alpenstocks cut in the woods charged up 
the trails and along the roads, their sweaters tied 
round their waists by the sleeves and hanging down 
in a panel behind as a defense against spanking or 
wet grass. Many of them are pale and jaded when 
they first come, but after two days of this magic 
air the brown and red are fighting it out in their 
cheeks against the white; a sort of improved and 
pleasant War of the Roses. A few are not hefty, 
but narrow-shouldered, drooping, pasty, the imfit for 
the struggle ; some of these have little coughs. The 
strong ones are kind to them, very kind to them, 
sort of mother them ; for are they not all grist in the 
same mill? Still, the diamond minutes and ruby 
hours of their precious two weeks' vacation, for which 
they have pinched and denied themselves a whole year, 
are flying, flying, and Jacob's Ladder, Buttermilk 
Falls, The Lemon Squeezer, Sunset Rock, The Cliff 
Trail, Wildcat Ravine, Inspiration Point, and a hun- 
dred other storied wonders must be tramped to, 
and the feeble ones must go as far as they can and 
then rest and wait for the gang to come back. 

So along all the trails you meet these frail pieces 
of flotsam and jetsam; sometimes you hear them 
cough, from the effort they have made to keep up the 
pace, before you see them through the trees, muffled 
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in their sweaters, writing post-cards or reading 
magazines or books, but raising their eyes every few 
lines to stare wistfully up the trail along which the 
others have vanished on their way to new beauties 
and wonders. Yet through the trouble-shadows in 
their eyes gleams a feverish spark of hope, or perhaps 
they have clutched it and clenched it and prayed 
over it till it burns with the clear, steady flame of 
faith, that their pitiful little two weeks in the moun- 
tain air will make them strong and well like the rest ; 
will cure their cough — such a little cough, which 
they've had only for a few months- — such a few 
months ! 

When I meet one of these sitting in the sun- 
checkered woods and yet in the trouble-shadow, it 
reminds me of a " Winged Word '' I heard once in a 
sermon, " The Wayside Opportunity." Out of over 
fifty sermons I heard that man preach, that's the only 
winged word or concrete, useful punch idea I got. 
But I did get that. So whenever Duke and I — he 
always walks with me except when he's punished — 
find one of these Bearing-up Girls on the trail, I wish 
I were the longest aria [train of pack-mules or bur- 
ros] from Cuba to the Andes, so I could carry them 
all to every wildest spot they want to see; but all 
I {2a is to say, " If you're tired, I'll let you ride 
Duke." And if she smiles and takes it right, I make 
Duke shake hands with her, and she pats him and the 
wistful look goes out of her eyes, because Duke is 
such a good, solid old patter when you're lonesome — 
I lived on him and his father for years in Cuba. Then 
I tell her who we are, and she is sure to have heard 
of us since coming to Haines Falls, perhaps seen us, 
or at least Yuan-kai and Duke; and if she seems 
interested and is really delicate and pitiful, I invite 
her to bring all her friends to see my bungalow and 
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have tea any Monday or Thursday afternoon between 
four-thirty and five-thirty o'clock; and we pass on 
down the trail. 

So when the gang comes back and describes with 
incoherent enthusiasm what she missed, the Bearing-up 
Girl listens without that accustomed stabbing pang, 
which from habit and association she always seems 
to feel in her sore lung — the mother of all pangs! 
And when there falls a lull as the hefty ones lie around 
on the grass and rocks, catching breath for the dash 
home for dinner, the Bearing-up Girl delivers my 
invitation, and as they crowd round her with a babel 
of questions, from being the forlorn, pitied, forsaken 
one, she becomes IT. And on the walk home she has 
wings, and at the boarding-house to a larger circle 
she is still IT. And when Yuan-kai ushers them 
into my library with the solemnity of an eastern 
court, and she introduces her friends, and some 
actress or woman who does something presides, and 
the Bearing-up Girl is given the largest chair, with 
Duke ordered to sit at her feet, and is waited on wid 
talked to by the host more than all the others put 
together, and given some flowers and a book at part- 
ing — she is more IT than ever, and only slowly does 
it fade from her through the long winter as she toils 
beside the others. And whether the dog^wood and 
wistaria in Central Park bloom once more for her 
or not, you can bear up against anything in this 
world if you have once been IT! 

And now from the smallest cottage to the old 
Kaaterskill, chained down to keep it from blowing 
over into the Hudson Valley, whose fair Shulamites 
are so steeped in pelf that they won't look at a man- 
without-a-motor, everything is open and prepared to 
squeeze empty and be squeezed full. Heavy Stenog 
& Saleslady Railway trains go panting up the stiff 
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.grade from Haines Falls to the Laurel House and 
the end of the line, jammed full, to come back empty ; 
souvenirs obliterate the shops, and post-cards congest 
the mails. 

On the fourth morning, at 4 : 65 o^clock, it was 
not Yuan-kai who waked me, but the 'phone ; and the 
'phone said right out loud: 

** Are you too cowardly to apologize to a guest 
whom you have insulted ? " 

Now, wouldn't that atomize the sleep out of a 
man's eyes even at 4 G. M. ! And if he were " in 
bad," as I was, what could he say except, " No; when 
do you want the goods delivered? " — even if his own 
words sounded like the clank of fetters to an escaped 
slave? So at six o'clock Medea, Duke, and I rode 
up to the front door of Canosa — I mean White 
Birches, as Ardway's house was rather pleasantly 
named. But we did not have to stand barefooted in 
the snow for three days and nights, like poor Henry 
V. A groom held Bruja at the front steps, and as 
we turned in the gate she gave a joyous whinny, 
jerked her bridle free, galloped up to me, and rubbed 
her nose against my leg, even giving the Black a 
mannerly little sniff and Duke a hearty one ; but that 
renegade walloped away to greet his incantadora, who 
came down the steps smiling at the discomfited groom. 
As we rode off, she looked as happy as the new sun, 
who couldn't keep his red eye off her hair any more 
than I could my gray ones. 

" Do you want the goods now? " 

** No ; actions speak louder than words. Come 
on over that wall and the brook in the next field." 

Over it was like two swallows, for the Black was 
used to my weight now, and the Chestnut carried a 
rose-leaf ; but Duke hit the brook like a ten-inch shell 
and had a fine morning bath. When we happened back 
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into the road and were hitting up our best single-foot, 
Bruja easily forging ahead whoever she wished, I 
thought I'd know the worst. 

" Is it all made up, then? " 

" Of course ; I didn't hear you think you wanted 
to be kissed? " 

"But I do; you look perfectly elfin this morn- 
ing, and Fve eaten nothing but black hair for ages." 

** Not even a little browse off Miss Marston's 
hay? " 

" Oh, honor among thieves, you know ! Fleming 
is leary about her, so I couldn't — and, in fact, she 
couldn't." 

** Do you mean Miss Sinclair is a thief, too? " 

'* You spitty little cat ! " Which wasn't exactly 
repartee for a big, husky man cmd a dramatist. 
** Come, my other two kisses ! " 

"What two?" 

" Why, you know the German proverb: * All good 
things come in threes.' " 

Fiercely: "You'll win them harder than you 
did the first one ! " 

" Let me hold your hand a while and see? " I 
felt the strongest desire to touch her. 

Anger, terror, trust, each distinct and consecu- 
tive, but all in a puff of rifle-smoke, shot out of her 
eyes. 

** I know you would take good care of me even 
then ! " 

I spoke sharply : " I wouldn't ; and if you ever 
try any fool trick like that again, it's at your own 
risk and peril. I won't be responsible. After a man 
has felt such a fire as you lit that night, the embers 
stay alive for months, liable to flare up into a perfect 
explosion at just touching you. So please keep far 
away from me, and don't worry me and distract me 
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from my work by making it necessary for me to keep 
part of my mind on guard over us both.'* 

She scoffed. " Make you drop your trusty pencil 
and grab your fire-extinguisher if I peep over the 
edge of your desk? " 

** You little fool! Can't you see Pm in earnest? 
Or was modesty left out of all the Ardways? " 

Her face quivered, and she seemed to collapse and 
shrink into such a pathetic, woeful little thing, like 
a fairy fallen under a curse of unbelief, that I 
couldn't stand it. 

" Please forgive me, Diana ! I was sorry for it 
between my brain and my lips." 

She held her hand across instantly, but did not 
turn her head. Thank goodness! For if I ever 
see one tear spill over from those eyes after they are 

full I squeezed that master hand contritely for 

a minute in both mine, then closed and unclosed her 
fist admiringly and finally became absorbed in the 
lines of her palm. The life-line was healthy, but all 
too short, breaking into splinters somewhere round 
thirty, I should say ; the head-line had that rare long, 
downward sweep, with a wild embellishment of islands, 
feathers, crosses, and stars along it, promising an 
original and fantastic imagination up to the verge 
of insanity. The heart-line, strong and clear as a 
sabre-stroke, showed she would never know but one 
love, which would make or break her. If she met her 
Kindred Spirit, who would answer her power of loving 
with heart and brain, her life would be the passing 
of a brilliant star, radiating inspiration and ambition 
to those around her, with a great resulting happiness 
to herself and others and a reacting increase in her 
own powers, insuring her splendid success and wide 
fame along whatever line her imagination chose to 
express itself. But if she gave her one love to one 
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unworthy of it, not her Kindred Spirit in romance 
and imagination, all would be blotted out in the 
murky bale-fires and creeping shadows of madness. 

I felt her shudder down to her finger-tips, and 
realized that her hand had grown icy cold and that 
she had read my gloomy thoughts. With an im- 
pulse of pity, I rubbed that master hand between 
mine till it grew warm and pink, then let it go. She 
looked at me with penetrating intensity. 

" So I have just one chance? " 

" Nonsense ! I am only a bungling amateur, and 
I hope you won't give a thought to my aimless 
guesses.'* 

A flash of scorn, then the first expression : 

" So I have just one chance.? " 

" No, a thousand — every one a fairy princess 
could have ! " 

" That is false; and I know what you read is true, 
because as your thoughts formed consciously, I read 
them, and as I did so one of those curtains which 
hang in the back of everybody's brain rolled up and 
showed me myself, all explained and easy to under- 
stand." 

I gasped at this strange freak of psychology. 

** What ! You saw into and recognized yourself 
through what I read in your hand, without a word 
spoken?" 

That wild light I had seen before to my cost 
flashed in her eyes, and she answered fiercely: 

"Yes, I know myself now, and my danger and 
my chance; and no matter what you do to me or how 
much you hurt me later on, I say that we are square 
and quits for it all, for what you showed me to-day," 

" What the devil do you expect me to do to " 

" But when I see my chance I'll take it in spite 
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of anything, and if he won't be my Man here, I'U 
take him over there with me ; for I'll never live to be 
crazy.'* 

I experienced a distinct nervous chill, and how 
I did curse myself for butting into palmistry; or, 
at least, for not having the wit to babble to her of 
the three husbands and seventeen children I saw in 
her hand, to disguise my thoughts — as I've often 
done to others. Besides, I have always been a modest 
man — ^I mean, modest in the sense of far removed 
from immodesty, or modesty in the sense of decency 
— if modesty has a sense of decency? But since I've 
known Diana I look back and see that it was only 
skin-deep, and that real modesty begins where mine 
left off, just under the skin, or maybe the clothes; 
something like that old harp about the pure in heart. 
Not that there is any connection between modesty 
and purity. Modesty is a pleasing personal quality, 
attending strictly to its own business, but purity 
is a blatantly public excuse for meddling in your 
neighbor's business to the extent of forcing her, not 
him, into the notoriety and disgrace of marriage and 
divorce, or seriously curtailing her pursuit of happi- 
ness. Das geschlechtsloses Backfisch, if young 
enough, may be pure, but a bachelor, a soldier, or 
even a dramatist can be modest. Yet mine, surviving 
those three perils, had struck in so since Diana's 
telepathy exposed my mind, that I suffered as keenly 
when any one read one of my white, fluttering 
thoughts, as if I had sat on a nail and then walked 
down the street fluttering whitely otherwheres. 
That's some modesty ! 

" I'll race you to that big pine-tree ! " 
For answer, I humped the spurs into Medea, and 
as she had learned the quick get-away of the cow- 
pony, we started half a length to the good. But the 
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excitement was short ; in six strides the Chestnut was 
neck and neck, and th&n seemed to have cut a notch 
in her shoulder which the Black couldn't get her nose 
past. At the pine we pulled down to a walk, for Duke 
to close up, and I explained: 

** Of course Bruja could have set that notch in 
her tail instead of her shoulder, or in the empty air 
five or ten yards behind her, but she's a sport, always 
ready to play the game and make it interesting." 

" How you always stick up for her! Haven't you 
learned to love Medea ? " 

" Oh, she's a nice girl, and in a week more she'll 
be broke enough for a cow-pony." 

A flash of terror: " You're not going to send her 
back?" 

" Of course I am ! " 

Oh, big, dark trouble-shadows in the gray lamps! 

" But couldn't you love Medea and — ^and like me 
enough to lend me Bruja — ^just for this summer? " 

" Are you crazy in the head? " 

She winced at the word, but pressed on fearlessly : 
*' But don't you know she is my fate, that sometimes 
I have the true second sight, and that when I first 
saw her standing there in the road as you whirled 
her round to meet Medea, burning fiery red in the 
sunrise, I had seen her twice before: both times I 
was very ill and so unhappy I didn't want to live. 
That makes one's psychic power very strong, and 
Bruja was shown to me as a sign that I must live 
and that the reason was about her." 

" Then, why did you fly in such a rage when I 
pulled you off Medea? " 

" Because in the visions there was no one on 
Bruja, and she looked bigger and flaming, like an 
angel horse. So you kept me from recognizing her, 
and I was just furious that any one should help me; 
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but when vou took hold of me I understood every- 
thing/' 

" The deuce you did ! " 

**Yes, that morning I was miserable again, and 
wanted Medea to throw me and kill me; but now I 
don't, because Bruja brought me a hope. Oh, don't 
you see she is the only person I love whom I can love 
as hard as I want to, and see them every minute I 
want to, and kiss them, and touch them, and tell 
them how much I love them? " 

" What ! You love her like that? " 

*^ Yes, I do ! Go on hurting me every way you 
can think of, but don't take Bruja, don't cut my 
thread of hope! You see me gay and full of life 
and spirits just because I'm near you, but by my- 
self I'm a poor little lonesome girl, and — and some- 
times I cry myself to sleep." 

Just for an instant the clear-cut checker-board of 
sun and shadow in the road went dim and misty; 
then it cleared again. 

** Diana, you can keep Bruja as long as you really 
need her ; but remember, she is the person I love most 
in the world, and that I miss her." 

She threw her arms round the Chestnut's neck 
and squeezed her and whispered, " Oh, my darling! " 
Then she dashed up to Medea, and squeezed my hand 
in both hers. "How patiently you help me, and I 
can't do anything for you or bring you anything 
but worry ! " 

I sighed. *^ You are a big worry, because you ar^ 
an impossible contradiction, an unheard-of anachron- 
ism, capable of great things and therefore precious; 
otherwise " 

** Do you really believe in me ? " 

" I believe in you so much that it would be dis- 
honest not to admit that you have opened a new 
8 



114 DIANA ARDWAY 

world of eerie Imagination to me, which will crown 
my logical and romantic one and make me greater 
than I ever could have been without it. And if I 
were the ideal dramatist, with courage to sacriiSce 
everything to my art, I'd keep you near me always 
and make you love and rejoice and sorrow and despair 
till I'd learned every note of your thousand strings." 

"Oh, Paul!" 

It rang out like a shot and echoed and reechoed 
through my brain. But she looked so radiantly 
happy and proud that I hadn't the heart to correct 
her, and doubt if she knew what she had said. 

" But now, Diana, I've contracted to finish my 
play by Labor Day, and lAj puddin' chum, Gus 
Merryweather, is coming the last week in July and 
will waste a lot of my time in August, so I must 
positively finish and type the polish on my second 
act this month and put it away to " 

*^ Oh, can't I help you, can't I help you.? I just 
bum so to have it succeed that it must inspire you 
just a little to have me sitting there hoping and 
appreciating! " 

" Now, don't Interrupt ! I say I must put it 
away to sleep on for a month, and then make the final 
corrections." 

**But now, this minute, is the time to get it 
right, and you promised to show me that scene be- 
tween Olioe and Gerard.'* 

" I will some time." 

" No, now, now, now ! Before it gets all cold and 
hard in your head and you get too obstinate to 
change it." 

Well, I was flabbergasted; and a perfectly famil- 
iar but impleasant little curtain rolled up In my 
brain and showed me a dozen cases such as she men- 
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tioned. She saw me hesitate, and just then we came 
to her turn-off for home. 

" Now, to-day ! Let the mouse gnaw that one 
little string which might hamper the lion.'* 

** Very weU." 

** Quick, we'll race all the way there ! '' 

" I won't let you near the place in your boats 
and breeches; they shock the vulgar, and they are 
not becoming. You may come at ten o'clock in your 
car." 

" And stay to breakfast? " 

« Certainly not ! " 

" Stingy ! " and was off in a cloud of dust. 

On the way back,*I recalled that I hadn't lec- 
tured her on half the subjects I had intended to, for 
the ride seemed to have passed like a puff of smoke. 
But when I got home and started work my mind 
felt jaded and stale, as if I'd been working for hours. 
I couldn't account for it till it flashed on me how 
many different and intense emotions had swept over 
me on that jaunt; actually, they had taken as much 
out of me as three hours' work! On the stroke of 
Nobody's Grandfather's Clock, which stands at the 
foot of my stairs, she appeared in a purple linen that 
made her hair a scream of triumph, with under- 
fittings to match. Since the entire resident and float- 
ing population would know the goods were on me, 
I was glad they were the real article. She paused in 
the doorway. 

" Wait ! I've always envied Duke his catapult 
act of crashing into the bushes after every chip- 
munk or rabbit, and I'm going to try it. I'm just 
bursting with joy ! " 

She " set " like a one-hundred-yard runner, 
spurted half across the room, and from there made a 
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wonderful flying dive into thte divan cushions, which 
caved in and buried her. A muffled voice: 

"Help! Fm suffocating!" 

I marched to the rescue, but paused to overlook 
the stricken field, ruminating on many things. Also 
I paused to remember the warning of a former ex- 
perience : never to pull a girl out of a pile of cushions, 
a hay-stack, or similar environment, by her foot. So 
I burrowed among the pillows, refusing many advan- 
tageous holds, till I gripped her copper ingot, and, 
slipping my other hand imder her chin, heaved. It 
was amazing how the white of chaos resolved itself 
into the purple of order (I know the colors are 
usually transposed), and there she stood looking as 
if she had stepped out of a bandbox. But she moaned, 
felt her hair, then her throat, and said ungratefully : 

" Next time, if you don't mind, just yank me 
out by the foot or any old thing that comes handy, 
except my throat. Pll j^romise not to hit you." 

" Oh, very well," and turned away. 

" But what did you think of my catapult act? " 

" Splendid ! It would make a star studio trick, 
but never a parlor one, I fear." 

" Well, isn't there more art than society here? " 

"Very justly observed. But I have assisted at 
something like it. You take the girl up horizontally 
in your arms and run or swing her round and round 
to get up momentum and toss her on the divan. But 
just as a ten-inch shell produces more effect striking 
head on than sidewise — ^in fact, your catapult has 
the other faded." 

" Good ! But I'd like to try the other some time." 

I turned away with dignity, and she followed me 
to my desk. 

" May I look at that scene now? " 

I nodded, and she turned back to where her blue- 
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pencil marks stopped, and I had begun rewriting, 
pressed all her fmgers on the page, and stared into 
the air — ^five seconds — ^ten seconds: — ^thirty seconds 
— but nothing happened except that her face grew 
years older and stronger from some terrible strain 
she was putting on her mind. A whole minute more 
she kept it up, till it reminded me of a hound on a 
cold scent; then her face relaxed, her eyes closed, 
and she swayed where she stood. I caught her, and 
she lay against my chest like a crushed violet for per- 
haps five seconds ; then she started up tensely alive. 

" I got it the minute I touched you ! But I could 
have done it without, only I was so unstrung from all 
I felt this morning." I just gasped! " Pll read it 
aloud, beginning with Gerard's speech about the gas 
in the furnace, and keep my finger on our place, so 
we can stop and argue over anythiag we don't like." 

Fixing her eyes on space again, and never glanc- 
ing at the blank-book, she placed her finger on that 
particular speech and read it aloud. Always with 
her eyes fixed on space, she turned over the scored- 
out leaves till she came to the first speech of my new 
work, continuing the scene, placed her finger on it 
and read on evenly and expressively, but in a tone 
that was harder than her natural one, with a touch 
of the mechanical in it. Yet a stranger would have 
said, an expressive and pleasant voice. I stood at 
her elbow, gaping at that moving finger criss-crossing 
down the page and always pointing to the word she 
was reading, though her eyes stared fixedly out the 
east window. And gradually the finger, urged on by 
some power beyond my ken, grew ominous and por- 
tentous as that of Fate herself. Yes, it was spelling 
out my destiny of failure or success; it was graving 
the verdict on my career upon the door-posts of eter- 
nity, and a cold breath of fear made the hair stand 
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up on the back of my neck, and the goose-flesh come 
out on my anns and thighs. The finger stopped, 
and she looked at me and said in her natural voice: 

" I am afraid they won't get that ; you and I can 
hardly follow Olive as she talks about all those links 
in her chain to prove dreams real. But suppose as 
she names each real, physical link, she should place 
some knick-knack on the table to represent it, and go 
over them again and again until the audience knows 
them by heart? Then they would be able actually to 
see the gaps in her chain, the lost links, and under- 
stand her explanation that these are where the chain 
of power or inspiration passes through some human 
brain and can't be seen with our eyes, to come out in 
a new form. For instance, her music .going into 
Gerard's head and coming out as mechanical inven- 
tions, as it would in an engineer's mind." 

'" God ! " I muttered. " YouVe got it ! " and has- 
tily wrote a note for " business." 

She read on, making .several more excellent sug- 
gestions, till she finished the climax of the scene, and 
cried out : 

" Isn't it splendid ! How it lifts you up and car- 
ries you away, how your heart takes big deep breaths 
just like your lungs ! Yes, at the end their love broke 
through all their conscientious .guards and scrupulous 
defenses and just declared itself. Now only their 
honor can save them." 

" Yes, that will save themu" 

Yuan-kai came in the hall door and went out the 
pantry door. 

" Goodness ! It's twelve o'clock ; and, except for 
this pain in my head, it seems as if Vd just come; " 
and she pressed her hand to her forehead. " But it's 
been another happiest day of my life. This room 
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is my real home ; only my body ever goes away from 
here." 

Throwing open the piano, tuned since the Press's 
departure, she struck a handful of strident chords, 
wove them into the accompaniment, and began to sing 
in a marvellously sweet and expressive contralto 
voice, but of only moderate power : 

*' Wewn die SchwaJben hevrmodrts fliegen " 

As I recognized the accompaniment, before the 
first word, the hair stood up on my neck, and the 
goose-flesh came out on my body, for I knew what 
must happen at the end of the line ; and as the note 
died, the crash of hoofs did sound behind me, so that 
in spite of my utmost self-control I whirled round, 
to stare into the empty air. Diana whirled round, 
too, her eyes wide with amazement. 

" Oh ! Where did they come from? " 

" They are your Sign, and warned me the night 
before I met you of something coming into my life. 
The next morning I had just sung the first line of 
that song when I heard Medea's hoofs, and you 
galloped out of the cross-road." 

Her eyes sparkled with eagerness. " But that's 
real second sight, and you must be * fey ' too, just 
like me. It's thousands of ages beyond the telepathy 
I do every day." 

**I thought so once before. But now sing the 
whole song, and do your best ; " and I dug out the 
music from the cabinet and spread it before her. 

"My best?" She smiled brilliantly and struck 
three crashing chords. " Yes, my best, for all the 
lonesome swallows in the world are safely home, when 
I'm safe here ! " 

And she did sing ! As she never sang before, I'm 
sure; her soul stringing harmonies and resonances 
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of feeling through the music till jour heart just 
melted and flowed away into the all-penetrating, all- 
feeling ether. Yet mine did come back, though I 
didn't want it to, and my first conscious thought 
was a new and greater fear of her, and I felt the 
ground slip a little under my feet. Goodness! If 
she had that gift besides all the rest, no man would 
be safe, even if his heart were full of ambition and 
his life stuffed with other women! Yuan-kai began 
to set the table and I was just going peremptorily to 
send her home when she began another old German 
song, and when I could think again it was to hear: 

" The Senor is served.'' 

Three terrible days passed. Yet if she had been 
twenty-five, even though bred of snobs and sticky 
with millions, what an Arabian Nights dream they 
and hundreds after them could have been ! But a man 
of thirty-five joy-riding round the lonesome moun- 
tains with a kid of fifteen, or, worse still, her haunting 
his bachelor bungalow— oh, that was too much, that 
was not to be endured ! Why, besides a lot of credit- 
able ideas and principles, one's sense of the ridiculous 
actually agreed with Mrs. Grundy and the law for 
once, and pronounced it impossible. And when your 
sense of the ridiculous agrees with Mrs. Grundy and 
the law about your conduct, it's time for heroic meas- 
ures. I told her so in three languages and three 
hundred times, I reasoned with her, I pleaded with her, 
I stormed and cursed at her in four languages — for 
there was no use in telling her her sins in Spanish 
when she didn't understand it. I talked to her the 
way I used to think I'd rather die than talk to a 
woman, to make her hate me and wake up from the 
sort of matinee-idol dream she seemed to have for 
me — as if I were an actor! I, an actor! On the 
second day I even nerved myself up to box her ears 
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again, as a last resort. That came within a hair's 
breadth of ruining us and everything. 

I had lied to her about the road I intended to take 
for that morning's ride. Oh, I was getting to lie like 
a married man ; and all sense of honor and shame was 
being swallowed up in an instinct of self-preservation. 
But when I got back to the bungalow, with a certain 
sinking in the heart, it sank ten stories lower to see 
her coiled up on the divan, reading one of my worst 
French books ! Oh, that was too much ! I snatched 
Casanova out of her hand and jerked her to her feet. 

" You vicious little devil ! Didn't I forbid your 
touching any of those French books? Have I got to 
hammer modesty and decency into you ? " 

She flashed back, " You don't dare ! " 

So I grabbed her and boxed her ears well. But, 
strange to say, she put up no fight, and, instead of 
enraging her, it seemed to hurt her terribly, 'way 
deep inside; for that shiver which I just can't stand 
came into her face and the trouble-shadows into her 
eyes, and she turned away without a word. Then, 
oh. Lord ! A tear, yes, a great big, beautiful, diamond 
tear, rolled down the edge of the cheek I could see, 
and fell on the floor — on my rug! Happily I have 
no recollection of what I said to comfort her, but it 
worked ; for presently I realized she had her head on 
my shoulder, or as near it as she could reach, and 
that her heart was beating against mine like a ham- 
mer. I swung her round and marched her by both 
shoulders to the piano-stool, and sat her down so 
hard her teeth clacked. 

"Sing!" 

VPhen she had gone home — after breakfast — I 
fell into a perfect ague of terror that such a thing 
could happen right out of a clear sky, in spite of 
honorable intent, Mrs. Grundy, the law, and a sense 
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of the ridiculous. It distracted me from my terror 
for a moment, though, to think how lucky it was she 
could sing, and that, besides all the other inspiring 
and comforting uses of music, I had discovered this 
new one of bridging an impossible situation without 
awkwardness. I had never discovered it before, be- 
cause all the women who had sung for me were 

either In short, no awkward situations ever 

arose. But as my satisfaction grew stale, my fear 
returned, till I was soon reduced to panic, and got to 
horse and burned the road to summon my strongest 
ally to my aid. 

Now, Marjorie was miffed about Diana. When a 
guilty man used to say, " I can't imagine who could 
have told her ! " he generally meant that fifty or five 
hundred could have told her, and felt proud in pro- 
portion. But in our age of 'phones, dictographs, 
wireless, motors, and other annihilators of distance 
and privacy, he can truthfully say when found out, 
" I don't believe anybody told her ! " which is kind 
of a blow to your vanity. For the very jar, crash, 
click, clang, buzz, and tick of to-day has perfected 
the most intricate and delicate mechanism of all — 
Woman. A Twentieth-Century woman has intuition 
with aerials; a man has only perception with roots! 
No wonder it's her era, for all she has to do is to tune 
her wireless to pick up any suspected vibration 
through all space, and in a minute she's wise. Noth- 
ing can be hidden any longer. The Spanish proverb 
says, " Secret of two, secret of God " ; but with a 
treacherous, all-penetrating ether conducting the 
vibratory pantings of two to two million, one has to 
be prepared just to brazen it out, or give up contra- 
band pants ! 

So, pulling up Medea in a lather of foam, with 
her fore-feet on Marjorie's lowest step, I yelled: 
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Save me from the Copper Kid ! " 

You big calf! " — contemptuously. 

Only the beggar mark," I assented dolefully. 

Can't you tell Yuan-kai to keep her away from 



you? " 



" No, frankly, I can't ; for I think he'd disobey 



me." 



" VPTiat ! You who have been an oflScer in the 
army, would let him disobey an order? " 

" No, I wouldn't; that's why I'd be darned care- 
ful not to give him any order I thought he wouldn't 
obey." 

** I know how long you have been together," 
she conceded. " Why don't you lock the library 
door? " 

" We did, and she beat on it till I couldn't hear 
myself think, and had to open it." 

" Well, lock the front door." 

** We did, and she beat on that till a crowd of 
Aborigines and summer boarders gathered which 
obliterated my lawn and threatened to expunge our 
one cherished flower-bed. So we let her in. They'd 
think I'd wronged her." 

** You should have sent them about their 
business." 

" Why, if I'd showed myself, twice as many more 
would have gathered. They're always scouting 
round the bungalow to photograph it and on the 
chance of seeing a real dramatist and maybe snap- 
ping me. Almost as bad as the way they hang round 
your place." Oh, happy thought! 

** You ought to have more spirit." 

" I've come to Ireland to get it ! " 

Her blue eyes flashed. " The vulgar little minx ! 
No chorus-girl would pursue a man that way ! " 

" She wouldn't have to." 
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You mean, she is less attractive than a chorus- 

girl?'' 

" I mean, there's no game-law on chorus-girls, 
and that makes them the hunted." 

"Well, I must say I think you'd look a good 
deal more manly hunting even a chorus-girl than run- 
ning away from a child like a scared rabbit ! " 

Oh, what a chance! 

" I hunted you, and after the himted had tied the 
hunter's scalp to her belt, I thought she could pro- 
tect her own property." 

Her lips flattened. " Then it's tied to a good 
many belts! I dare say you know what perfume 
Bertha rubs into her hair." 

Oh, another chance ! 

" I suppose the scent could stick to Fleming's 
shoulder, and you might bring some of it away with 
you." 

Her Irish lit in the blue lamps, and the wave in 
her dull black hair shortened to almost a kink. 

** If you came to insult me " 

I suppose men will go on till the crack of doom 
putting it all over women in repartee, and then crawl- 
ing down and eating dirt to be forgiven! Even a 
dramatist hasn't sense enough to resist the temp- 
tation. 

Any way, on the stroke of ten next morning, 
Marjorie breezed into my library with a lurking light 
of battle in her eye. Needless to say, the Cataclysm 
coiled on the west divan in her characteristic attitude. 
She has adopted the catapult dive as her habitual 
daily entrance, though any sudden pressure in her 
joy cells is liaJble to cause an extra turn. After it, 
she takes whatever forbidden French book she hap- 
pens to be reading at the time from the shelves round 
the divan, piles the cushions at the west end to face 
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my desk at the east end of the room, coils herself 
up decorously, not more than the tip of a pump show- 
ing, and reads. But as the plot thickens, either in her 
book or in my brain — for she reads them both to- 
gether, ambidextrously — she wriggles toward the 
edge, and presently drops her left leg till the ball of 
the foot just touches the floor, then leans forward 
poised over it in her most characteristic attitude of 
The Set Spring." At first I used often to say : 
Diana, you are not wearing boots and breeches 
to-day ! '' 

And she'd answer, " Dam ! " or, " Oh, bother ! " 
and coil up the offense — to deploy it again in ten 
minutes! So I have long since accepted it as one 
accepts everything about her. But when Marjorie's 
dulcet " Good-morning, everybody,*' rippled behind 
me, I turned and became conscious of it. But not 
Diana ! 

" Grood-moming, Miss Sinclair," she said socia- 
bly, stretched herself long and luxuriously, and cas- 
ually slid the right leg down beside her left — just 
to show they were mates, I suppose! When the 
Black had come quite close to her, she got up and 
shook hands. That was Mistake No. 1 for Marjorie, 
and just proves, what does the actress amount to 
without the dramatist? After her omnibus saluta- 
tion, she should have ignored the Kid as she would 
a fungus on a decayed log in the woods, and have sat 
down on the east divan and made me sit with her, and 
talked " shop " or something proprietory in low 
tones, to freeze the Cataclysm out. But by traipsing 
clear across the room to shake hands with her, she 
conceded social superiority to her, and gave up the 
advantage of attack which was hers from her en- 
trance. The Kid was dramatist enough to seize the 
relinquished advantage and attack remorselessly from 
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there on, so that the interest of the comedy got oS 
in the smoke of the bell that rang up the curtain, 
and never flagged. 

Marjorie had come over in her runabout, bringing 
a work-bag to impress Diana, a script by some would- 
be dramatist to impress me, and a yellow French 
novel to impress herself; for, in spite of my gibes, 
her knowledge of the subtle tongue continues rudi- 
mental. Her Mistake No. 2 was in assuming all too 
late an air of proprietorship over me and an indul- 
gently patronizing manner toward the Copper; for 
her only remaining chance was to begin again on a 
strictly business and self-preservation basis, and put 
it all over the Kid for delaying my work and thereby 
endangering both our livelihoods. The Cataclysm 
didn't assume anything; she just ran things as usual, 
and with an uncanny subtlety led each topic up to 
where it gouged the Black on the raw and had to be 
dropped; while in the awkward pause which she let 
follow, the scratch of chalk on an invisible black- 
board was heard scoring up another goal for her. 
She clapped her hands, and when Yuan-kai stood in 
the doorway asked : 

" Won't you have something to drink after your 
drive, Miss Sinclair? Those horrid dirt roads get 
dusty the second day after a rain." 

" Nothing, thank you " — though I could hear the 
grit in her throat. " My bungalow is beyond the 
reach of tourists and their dust." 

" It must be very exclusive. A lemonade for m<e, 
if you please, Yuan-kai." 

When it came she toyed with it and gloated over 
it till the Black couldn't stand the pressure, and 
said: 

" Paul, please order me a claret lemonade." 
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"Anything you change your mind about tastes 
twice as good," remarked the Copper. 

But Marjorie's expression behind her glass didn't 
bear out the theory. The Kid led again : 

"What a racket the birds are making! Let's 
sing and make them jealous, Miss Sinclair." 

The Black admitted she didn't sing. 

" What a pity ! Then, I will. Here is an awfully 
sentimental song Mr. Worden likes. Do you under- 
stand German? " 

Marjorie admitted she didn't. 

" What a pity ! But here's a charming song of 
Tosti's ; at least, you speak French? " 

" I find great difficulty in understanding your 
accent." 

" What a pity ! Then, I'll sing in English." 

She did, and so well that the Black's clear olive 
skin showed yellow and green* lights — as if she were 
laid up with tonsillitis and her under-study were mak- 
ing good ! They discussed the library and its decor- 
ations, and the Kid remarked : 

"You can see that the same broad, sound taste 
which planned the house designed the furniture for 
this room, until it came to the portieres. They are so 
crude and out of harmony with the rest that I should 
say the architect forgot them and sent his stenogra- 
pher to pick them out. Why, Mr. Worden had 
to '' 

Now, Mr. Worden's courage had yielded to the 
constant seeping and undermining of the past weeks ; 
I admit it frankly. So at this juncture he grabbed 
his blank-book and pencils and fled to and locked him- 
self in his bedroom; for he knew what was coming. 
Li an unguarded moment I had admitted that Mar- 
jorie chose those portieres, instead of chivalrously 
shouldering the blame myself; and further confessed 
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that Yuan-kal had smoked them in a farmer's hog 
and bacon smoke-house for twenty-four hours, which 
had in so far toned them down that it was possible 
to live in the same room with them. And Fll leave 
it to anybody who ever saw the Irish light up in the 
Black's eyes, if the library was any place for me 
when she first heard the Tale of the Smoke-House — 
especially from the Copper Kid! I sighed to think 
that only time, much, long, far-oif time, or some 
great misfortune happening to me, could obliterate 
that smoke-house from her mind and restore my 
image to its niche in her heart. Yet stay ! — couldn't 
I make her see thp Cataclysm as a misfortune, a chas- 
tisement? Buoyed up by that hope, I shut out the 
reverberations from below and put in an hour and a 
half s good work. 

Trrrrr! At my door : " The Senor is served." 

Through the locked door: "Listen, Yuan-kai; 
who is down-stairs ? " 

** Senorita Ardway remains alone." 

I descended. She did. Coiled in her character- 
istic attitude, with half a yard of tan silk stocking 
flaunting in triumph. She looked up from Casanova. 

"Poor Mar j one!" she said, and looked down 
again at her book. 

The Stage and its wiles had gone down before the 
Copper Cataclysm like a card house, and with it my 
best hope had shattered! There remained one more 
— a weak one, I admitted — ^Aunt Emeline ! 

For the next two days I haunted her, and believe 
that we then became fast friends. I was perfectly 
frank about the matinee-idol interest her niece showed 
for me, and said that for the sake of appearances 
and of my much more important work, she must be 
kept away from the bungalow. This time Aunt Eme- 
line did physically wring her hands as she confessed 
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total inability to control the Kid. I suggested girls 
to visit her, but heard to my amazement that she had 
refused to invite any when urged to do so. After 
exhausting all other ideas, I said firmly : 

** Then, you must take her away from here.'* 

Aunt Emeline never winced ; she had ascended to 
that cloud-capped summit where it was " for the sake 
of the family," and summer plans and comfort should 
go by the board, with everything else, in that sacred 
cause. We decided that she should tell Diana that 
we thought the mountain air too bracing for both 
ladies, and a migration to the sea or across it, abso- 
lutely imperative. 

That same evening she broached the subject, but 
ran into a stone wall. I was summoned by 'phone, 
and the motor sent for me. I arrived. The action 
quickened* Soon we got down to pretty plain lan- 
guage, but shame, the ordinary, conventional, every- 
day shame, that Kid didn't know ; it was a fly on the 
drive-shaft of her purpose. So we got down to a 
drag-out finish fight. Said Aunt Emeline: 

" I shall close this house, and you will have to 
come with me." 

*' It's my Father's house, and you can't close it." 
' " I will, this week." 

** If you do, I'll buy another ; I don't know how 
many years' income I've got in the trust company." 

" Will you come abroad and join your father? " 

** No, I won't leave here." 

** I shall write him to cable for you." 

** I won't go.'^ 

'* I shall write for him to come and take you off 
my hands." 

" I shall cable him not to bother about your 
nerves, because I can take perfect care of you." 

" I shall write to-night, and, whether he comes 
9 
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or not, I shall feel that I have done my whole duty." 

"Just as you like." 

" Catapulted! " I muttered under my breath. 

The fight finished. It was Aunt Emeline and I 
who were dragged out! The motor took me home. 
For hours I paced the library or sat staring into 
the cold hearth. Bacon Ardway would have to come 
himself in the end, but the Kid could block him off 
for at least a month, and it was those precious three 
weeks between now and Merryweather's arrival I 
wanted to save. The darkness and cold of despair 
settled down on me and enshrouded me. 

Suddenly a giant electric sky-sign flared up in 
my brain, and I sprang to my feet and yelled: 

" TAD! " 

It felt and sounded as good as that first real 
yell you can give when you are coming out of a 
nightmare ! 

For the next quarter of an hour my 'phone bill 
averaged $2.50 a minute, I sent out the long-distance 
search-warrants so fast. Then we located Tad at a 
Great Neck, Long Island, house-party, and I talked 
to him like a Dutch Uncle ! I am his uncle, his only 
uncle, and he's my only nephew, and we are great 
chums. He played right tackle on his Freshman 
team last fall, and will make the Varsity by a big 
margin this year; and I know, both by seeing and 
hearsay, that any debutante or near-debutante would 
give all she and Papa owned between them for his 
smile. 

Tad said he'd love to, but he'd promised to go 
some places 

I said this was an order, not an invitation. 

Tad said he'd come. 

I was saved ! 

I think I told Central so. 



CHAPTER VIII 

JUMP-SPARK 

FIVE o'clock felt about three hours late next 
morning, and the flood of sunrise was a tal- 
low dip to the glare of hope which lit me. 
Over the railroad tracks and the ravine bridge of 
Haines Falls I said to Duke: 

** Kiltie's house, Duke, Kiltie's house ; take it 
easy." But Medea and I burned the ground to tell 
Marjorie I was saved. 

It's a stupid road there ordinarily, lined with 
cheap hotels and boarding-houses till way beyond 
Tannersville, but to-day it led through a freeman's 
paradise! And Marjorie, when she talked to me 
across her window-sill in that crimson kimono, with 
crimson bows on her long black braids, the dream- 
mists still veiling her dark-blue Irish eyes, and one 
crushed pink rose in the cheek upon which she had 
slept — ^Marjorie was a dream of love and romance 
come true! My joy of life lasted all the way home, 
and through my work till Diana blew in at ten o'clock 
and stopped to stare. 

" Whjy how different you look ! So yoimg and 
jolly! Last night you looked older than Aunt Eme- 
line, and backed her up against me till I wondered 
if you were going to marry her.'* " 

Now, surely that was a kill-joy broadside! It 
reminded me I was talking to a mutineer, so my tone 
took on dighity. 

" I should consider myself fortunate if she would 
marry me! She is a splendid woman, and rises to 
even, the most cruel emergencies like a thoroughbred." 

131 
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Her eyes flashed. " So you think you could make 
a silk purse out of an Ardway to-day? " 

" Aunt Emeline could redeem even the Ardways, 
if they had sense enough to obey her." 

" Well, they haven't ! " 

" Besides, she can't be more than half Ardway ; 
she undoubtedly gets her good qualities from her 
mother." 

" Huh ! " 

" Don't you * huh ' Aunt Emeline before me ! 
She is not only a lady all the time, but a woman 
besides, when occasion demands, and I'm her cham- 
pion and partisan from now on ; and if you ever devil 
her again the way you did last night, we'll swallow 
you at one gulp." 

" You couldn't swallow much last night, though 
— I had you squashed too flat ! " and she laughed ! 

" I'll teach you to ridicule your sainted Aunt 
before me, you impudent cub ! " and, gripping her 
arm, hustled her toward the door. 

She flashed roimd at me. " If anything made 
her ridiculous, it was your using her as a cat's-paw 
to try to get rid of me ! " 

The brutal truth of that hit me so hard between 
the eyes that I let go of her and just kept my jaw 
from sagging. She improved the opportunity by 
scuttling to the east end of the room, where she could 
dodge behind the dinner-table, and from that van- 
tage-ground came right back at me. 

" But Aunt Emeline wasn't the ridiculous one 
last night: she just shone! It was you, a big, strong 
man, not good nor shy about women either, trying to 
hide behind first Miss Sinclair's, then Aimt Emeline's 
petticoats, to save yourself from a little, weak girl! 
Oh, you did look ridiculous ! " and she laughed 
sweeter chimes than Nobody's Grandfather's dock's. 
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I strode round the room, fairly gnashing my 
teeth between Spanish curses; the little viper could 
twist and sting you from any position and in any 
spot! 

" Well, doesn't that prove Fve done everything a 
man can to get rid of you and keep you from hanging 
round here and criminally wasting my priceless time, 
even to the extent of making myself ridiculous ? '* 

She sighed. ** Yes, Fm afraid you have — even to 
tattle-taling to Aunt Emeline and my Father ! " 

" Your Father? Are you crazy? What the devil 
do I care for your Father? I wouldn't speak to him 
to save his money-grubbing life ! " 

" Yet when you needed help you went to him for 
it, the way everybody does.'* 

" You infernal little liar ! But what is very prob- 
able is that he'll be coming to me to get some fairy 
he's stuck on a job on the stage." 

*' How dare you slander my Father by suggesting 
such a thing? " 

'* Oh, for me to hazard a prediction founded on 
experience with other fathers is slander, but for you 
to tell flat lies about me is all right? " 

" It's the truth : you did go to him for help, or 
you let Aunt Emeline promise to go to him to get me 
out of the way. You were afraid to go to him your- 
self, so you hid behind her petticoats again and used 
her as a cat's-paw ! " 

Probably nothing saved her from bodily violence 
but the dramatic possibilities of the scene she sug- 
gested, and I instantly became absorbed in working 
it out. How many tender spots could I hurt Ardway 
on? His pocket-book? First and foremost! His 
family pride? Yes — ^what he had left ! Distaste for 
publicity — ^in his situation? Oh, yes! Love for his 
daughter? Probably not. Pride in her? Certainly 
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not. Still, it would be a pious scheme to load my 
gim with five slugs in the hope of hitting all the ten- 
derloins. First his pocket-book. Ugh! It's pretty 
hard to touch tainted money without getting to smell 
of it. But I needn't touch it, I could give it to some 
charity. Fine ! And it would hurt him just as much. 
But what claim could I get against him? Why, for 
my time Diana had wasted, causing me to fail in my 
contract to deliver the play by Labor Day, as seemed 
extremely likely. The scene would be laid in his 
private office ; with Ardway, his partner, Martin, and 
his lawyer, myself and the most blatant shyster I 
could find to gouge his pride at every turn, as charac- 
ters. Besides the broken contract, we would claim 
damages for the tortures my sensitive nature had 
suffered from Diana's pursuit, and the injury to the 
stainless name of Worden at her efforts to unite it 
in marriage with that of Ardway ! Of course it would 
be settled right there out of court, and after the 
lawyers had agreed on the amount, my big scene 
would come as I stepped forward and said: 

" Mr. Ardway, make that check payable to the 
treasurer of the Actors' Benefit Fund." 

Tableau, green fire, slow curtain! 

C as pit a I A marvellously strong scene which I 
should certainly use in a play some day. 

Two burning hands seized mine. " You couldn't 
be wicked enough to do that and make my Father 
hate me? " 

" That's an excellent reason for doing it which 
hadn't occurred to me: to punish you for harassing 
me and worrying Aunt Emeline. After the lacing 
we'll give him, and giving up all that money, he'll 
probably never want to see you or hear of you again. 
That will be the only desire he and I share in 
common." 
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"Oh, Paul! Why do you hate me?" 

A veritable wail of despair. 

" Let go of my hands ! You can't cozen me into 
pitying and comforting you again. I see that IVe 
just got to thrust you outside every decent human 
sympathy.'* 

" Oh, please don't, please don't ! Be nice to me 
for just a minute now and then — very seldom, very- 
far apart — ^and it will pay for all you hurt me." 

"I don't want to pay for it; I want to rub it 
in and make it bum and gnaw till you fly from the 
sight of me." 

She threw back her head triumphantly. "You 
can't! It isn't in you; without meaning to, some- 
thing you do or say, or something I see inside of 
you, is always curing the hurts, always paying for 
them-" 

" Do you mind telling me when I made the last 
payment? " 

She turned her head half aside. " When you 
boxed my ears." 

" And you call that an offset to unkindness? " 

** It showed you felt about me real hard for a 
minute." 

** I guess I'd feel the same if I were spurring an 
unruly horse. So you're welcome to that kind of 
comfort." 

** It's — it's better than nothing ; better than be- 
ing shut out in the gray and forgotten. But 
then " 

"Then what?" 

" It wa^ after " 

"After what?" 

" After you boxed my ears." 

" I never have been able to remember what I said." 
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" Oh, very, very bitter, and I can't remember 
even if you really said it or just thought it.'* 

" So that was the real comfort? " 

Again she turned a little aside. ^Only part 
of it." 

« Well, tell me the rest," 

Such a sad, reproachful little look, with almost 
a quiver at the comers of the sensitive mouth. 

" Have you forgotten ? " — ^very low. 

The tips of my ears began to bum, but I lied: 
** Yes, I was so mad, I can't remember cooling off." 

A faint sigh. " Then, I can't tell you! " 

" But it would make me remember, and I want 
to know." 

She turned quickly toward me, with two rose- 
leaves in her cheeks, and a wonderful expression of 
bashfulness, love, and triumph ; touched her hand to 
my shoulder, and whispered: 

** I laid my head there for a whole minute ! " 

^^ Good gracious, Diana, that's impossible ! You 
must have dreamed it ! " 

The rose-leaves fluttered down from her cheeks, 
and only reproach with trouble-shadows behind it 
looked out of her eyes. My goodness! They were 
twin shafts sunk right down to the Well of Truth. 
Even to feign to believe them capable of any slightest 
deceit was to write yourself down an ignorant, unob- 
serving blockhead; and I felt distinctly that a time 
would come when I should rebel at keeping up that 
role before anything in skirts, even a kid. Besides, 
she was too far from being a fool not to find out 
piece by piece that I didn't object to her hair nor her 
eyes nor teeth nor figure, nor, in fact, anything I'd 
seen of her inside or out, except her fifteen years plus 
or sixteen years minus ; for I had decided she hovered 
somewhere between. Also, she would end by finding 
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out that I thought an hour spent every other week- 
day just with her voice, would inspire any dramatist 
or even plain author with the big, strong, raising-up 
emotions ; and an hour on the other three week-days 
spent in deviling her high-strung feelings and whim- 
sical mind would put a mirror polish on his wits 
and a razor-edge to his repartee. But, by all the 
Saints of the calendar ! A woman would never stop to 
consider that prescription as a mind dietary or weigh 
it as a course in mental calisthenics ; she'd sense the 
one flattering truth that the man was willing to see 
her every week-day, and from that tussock in the bog 
of uncertainties and imsolved problems where her sex 
seems habitually to roam, would jump to the next 
tussock, the conviction that he was madly in love with 
her, and really meant that any hour spent away from 
her was purgatory! For a woman has the jump- 
spark thought-ignition; but a man, the mechanical 
make and break! 

That is but a corollary to my profound conviction 
that all mental processes in woman are a series of 
thought explosions in a confined space, corresponding 
to the cylinder of a gasoline motor or, to use the 
more generic term, suggesting an even closer analogy, 
a gas engine. The pressure resulting from these 
thought-explosions acts on the piston of her impulse, 
producing her actions or revolutions, which so gener- 
ally suggest wheels. The more you know about 
women's minds, the more you know about the cussed- 
ness of gas engines, and vice versa, and you'd be just 
as foolish to try to know it aU about either. If 
woman was made of a man's rib, the gas engine was 
made of a woman's corset-steel! Foremost among 
their similitudes butts out the fact that both were 
made to be run by men. That's an axiom and doesn't 
admit of argument. 
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Moving on from the axiom, we see that argu- 
ment begins as to what purpose man shall run them 
for. But that lays us afoul of the whole subject of 
ethics; which again doesn't admit of argument, be- 
cause they don't exist, there being no such things 
as good and bad! There are good motives and bad 
motives for doing or not doing the same thing, but 
that has nothing to do with the deed itself. Potter- 
ing over other people's enjoyable sins is casuistry; 
no one is fool or dyspeptic enough to dodder over 
their non-joyful ones. Casuistry is mixing phantom 
gin-rickeys: where the Hot old time the other man 
or girl had is the gin; your own cold feet which 
prevented you from having it, or a better one, is the 
ice; and the bubbles you give off in your think-tank 
trying to argue the other man or girl the weak 
coward and yourself the strong hero, is the carbonic ! 
Anybody with a taste for casuistry doesn't need a 
lime or a lemon peel to make a rickey ! Gas engines 
are catalogued by men under two heads: for heavy 
duty, or work; for light duty, or pleasure. But 
while he knows there is no " The Gas Engine " im- 
equalled by any other for any or all duties, he reck- 
lessly picks a woman by her own catalogue, sees red 
and calls her " The Woman," pays list price for her, 
cash down — that is, marries her — when he could prob- 
ably get fifty to seventy-five per cent, discount if 
he worked it right; takes her home and expects her 
to show the one thousand per cent, efficiency adver- 
tised, when one hundred would be absolute theoretical 
perfection. No wonder so many dissatisfied custo- 
mers are returning the goods ! 

Adequate lubrication is even more imperative 
with women than motors ; but while you can buy oil 
in almost any shop, you have to dig down into your 
wits for the compliments, jollies, and entertainment; 
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and into your heart for the sentiment and love, or 
at least the good imitation of them necessary to keep 
the former running " sweet." This is more than 
offset by the economy of fuel shown in some of the 
sex, many of whose highest type, that is. Bachelor 
Girls, or at least women who work or ambition, can 
run on their lubricant alone, with a negligible ex- 
pense for fuel ; that is, cash or its equivalent. These 
are the brightest jewels in man's crown, and on them 
he proudly hangs the cross of his highest order, bear- 
ing the word " Non-Mercenary," and bums for them 
the best and truest in his heart and brain. These 
goods are never returned, and never come into the 
open market with the rest of the sex. 

" How can you recognize them? " 

They are only to be recognized by Kindred 
Spirits, who have heard the call of ambition and 
known the struggle to achieve it. 

"Where do they live?" 

Why, they live in some of the places, in a good 
many of the places, where the Muse lives, and in any 
favorite haunt of hers you are liable to see them pass. 

" How can I be introduced? " 

Some stellar imp shot that question at me and 
shattered the rainbow arch I was coasting along, so 
that I streaked back to earth and stung the soles of 
my feet! The Kid looked up from the forbidden 
French book she happened to be reading in her char- 
acteristic attitude. 

'* My, you were gone for a long while that time ! 
It was so mixed up about muse-^engines and gas- 
women that you lost me before you passed the moon." 

**I stretch my conscious thoughts in a rainbow 
bridge between the stars and coast along it at fright- 
ful speed, gathering fancies from the spirits who 
hover round me." 
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"How charming! But you're not all back yet. 
You have that same foolishly happy expression you 
had when I came in this morning.'' 

" I dreamed my rainbow passed under Marjorie's 
window, and that I won a pair of gloves." 

Very casually: " Her hair must make two pretty 
long pig-tails? " 

** I'd love to measure them once! " 

She started up, gave two tugs at her copper 
ingot, and down came the flood, lighting the room 
as if a passing meteor had stalled there. 

" Oh, wonderful ! " I sighed. " Come here into 
the Sim." 

She came. " Her hair may be longer — ^now ; but 
I'll stop cutting mine just to show you by next 
summer." 

I started violently. " Next summer? " 

" Of course. But does her hair feel as live as 
mine? " 

I took a sheaf in my hand, and thought I had 
never seen or felt anything so terribly alive, as little 
strands, thick strands, single hairs, curled and kinked 
before my eyes, twisted and coiled round my fingers 
like charmed snakes! 

" Marjorie's hair is as restful and mysterious 
as the night after a blazing tropical day ; but this — 
this is that Vital Force which keeps life on the 
earth!" 

" Then dip both hands in it ; you can't have too 
much!^ 

I did, and kneaded and wrung it, €Uid while its 
subtle perfume stole into my brain, its fire fiowed into 
my blood. 

"Would you change that for hers? " she whis- 
pered. 

" No, there's nothing like this in the world ; and 
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I wouldn't give it for hers even if — I just caught 
myself in time — ^^ it belonged to me/' 

She stamped her foot. "You coward! Why 
didn't you say what you thought? " 

I was almost scared speechless. " But, Diana, I 
— I assure you that's what I meant: that I wouldn't 
give this for hers, even if it belonged to me to give." 

She whirled round, winding herself close against 
my chest, as I still held her hair. 

" You thought, * I wouldn't give it for hers even 
if it didn^t belong to me.' That admits you do own 
it ! " 

With a dart like a kingfisher's, she sniffed across 
my khaki blouse from my right shoulder to my left, 
then wrenched herself free, leaving a score of mur- 
dered hairs in my hands. Guilt filled my heart, and 
my feet grew icy cold. Her eyes blazed malignantly. 

" I smell Miss Sinclair ! I should think you did 
win a pair of gloves ! " 

" Diana, I pass over your suspicion of a woman 
who is above reproach with the contempt it deserves, 
but " 

** I don't reproach her with it, any more than I 
do the girl who gave you that piece of lace which 
I got out of your razor-box." 

** Wh-what? " I gasped feebly. 

" No, nor dozens of others I don't know any- 
thing about except that I meet them walking around 
in your brain, running 'way back to when you were a 
school-boy. It's their own business, and none of 
mine. Do you suppose I'd care if they reproached 
me?" 

" What nonsense ! Simply friends or merely ac- 
quaintances. I couldn't have loved them all." 

"You could have loved something in each of 
them, and they could all have loved you. Any way. 
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love passed one way, or they couldn't come back the 
way they do." 

" Oh, well, if you mean by love that childish ex- 
pansiveness of innocence, all right; I thought you 
meant " 

" I mean, they were as much to you in kind, if 
not in degree, as Miss Sinclair or the girl in 
Paris " 

" Paris! " I screamed it out in my brain as that 
cold breath of terror went down my back and made 
the goose-flesh come out. 

She answered my thought-scream. 

" Yes, Paris ; the girl who gave you that piece 
of lace. I lay awake two whole nights with it pressed 
against my forehead, and I know all about her — 
all! Pd recognize her if she came into this room; 
both by her body and by her heart, her soul inside. 
I've lived in it for hours. I can see only what she 
sees when I'm inside her; I can't stand off and look 
at her or her rooms, the thread is too thin." 

" Then, what a bluff to say .you'd recognize her 
if you saw her ! " 

" You idiot ! Can't I see her in the mirror when 
she looks at herself? But I can only do it or be 
conscious of her in any way when she has on the 
kimono she cut the lace off. You see, a piece of a 
thing can always lead you back to the rest of it; 
that's my trail." 

" It's perfectly incredible ! " 

" She has two rooms and a kitchen, with four 
windows looking out on a big square, which I've seen 
but can't remember in what part of Paris it is. But 
Fll identify it by the beautiful fountain with sea- 
horses and a line of two-story green motor-busses 
which run through one side of it.' 



9» 
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** Oh ! " and I literally began to shake in my 
shoes. 

" You see, I can get only her view out the win- 
dow; I can't see the outside of the house or get the 
number. The furniture isn't very nice — I know she 
has to work hard. What she looks at oftenest is a 
red theatre-ticket, three times as big as ours are. 
It's never been used, and hangs beside her bureau in 
a little black frame. I know why she loves it, and 
I can see it plainer than anything in the apartment, 
because you wrote on it ,* Bon pour * ** 

** Stop, for heaven's sake! I'll admit you can do 
it, I'll admit you can do anything they can do in 
Sheol! I always had the fear of it, but now that 
it's certain, you must see that as an honorable man 
and a gentleman, who has been mixed up in a lot of 
affairs, I can never see you again, in fairness to any 
one who trusted me." 

" But those two are the only ones I know any- 
thing about, and " 

"About whom you have any jealous cat-sus^ 
picions you mean ! " 

" I know about them — though the effort to find 
out about the Paris girl wrecked my nerves for a 
week." 

" You know nothing, and you are nothing but a 
jealous, venomous cat, spitting suspicions at every 
one in sight or hearing ; and if I could do it without 
danger of being found out, I'd wring your neck and 
throw you into some fissure of the mountains, to pro- 
tect innocent persons from your calumnies." 

" I am jealous of those two women because I 
know about them, and I had to know about them to 
convince you I am not the scatterbrained child you 
think me. But I will never disgrace myself by show- 
ing to any one, even to you^^ after this proof, that I 
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am jealous of them or of any others, nor will I ever 
use my psychic power to find out from you or any 
one anything about a woman you know. I promise 
it on my word of honor.'' 

^^ Diana, I believe you really mean it, mean to 
treat my friends honestly; but no man can take the 
responsibility of trusting the secrets of others to a 
jealous, peevish child, whose good resolutions can box 
the compass round in half an hour." 

She stamped her foot. " You idiot ! Can't you 
get over calling me a child? How old do you suppose 
I am, any way? And can't you see that I'm years 
older than my age? " 

"I know perfectly well how old you are, and, 
though you are a woman grown in almost every- 
thing, public opinion and the law call you a child; 
and as I live in the public eye, I have to cater to the 
law and public opinion." 

" I know just about how much you care for public 
opinion ! " 

" I do care for it, as the only force which keeps 
civilization advancing. Also, I know how far it can 
be jollied and bluffed in certain matters. You would 
be a whole bale of straw too much for the camel's 
back ! " 

" I break the camel's back? You mean, I would 
outrage public opinion? " 

" Yes, confound it ! It considers you a child, 
though you have a woman's power for tempting and 
trouble-making ; that makes you an anomaly, a mon- 
strosity, protected as a child from the means I would 
take to control a woman. Oh, if you were twenty-five 
— even twenty-three — I'd manage you and stop your 
tattling on my friends so quick it would make your 
eyes bulge! " 

"How?" 
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" If I can't do it, still less can I tell about it." 

" How ridiculous ! You and I know I am and 
feel like a woman in everything but years, so tell me 
what you would do to me if just my age were differ- 
ent ; which doesn't affect us, but only public opinion, 
as you admitted." 

** Will you shut up, or talk about what you can 
understand ? " 

" You are what I most want to understand." 

Seating herself on the divan, she leaned her chin 
in her hand, elbow on knee, and became a statue of 
concentration as she grappled with the problem. Yet 
her expression was quite different from that trance- 
like one which accompanied her psychic efforts ; now 
her eyes flamed with consciousness, and, in mortal 
dread lest she should solve it, I said : 

** Diana, we have made a mountain out of a mole- 
hilL So let's go back to the beginning and start 
fresh and be perfectly frank." 

" I always have been frank ; but let's go back to 
the beginning." 

** Have you ever seen one of your girl friends 
when she thought she was in love with some matinee 
idol? " 

" Yes, two. One was a poor girl just squeezing 
along at the art school, and she lived on plain bread 
and weak cocoa made with water over her gas-burner, 
to send an actor flowers every week. She had never 
seen him but once, because she couldn't possibly buy 
a theatre-seat and the flowers both, and she knew 
he'd rather have the flowers." 

" Oh, gorgeous ! Grand ! The real thing ! A 
magnificent example of woman's unselfish sacrifice, 
denying herself both the necessities of life and the 
joy of seeing her Adonis, to give him pleasure." 
Then I remembered to whom I was talking, and 
lo 
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checked my ill-timed enthusiasm. " What an unfor- 
tunate infatuation! I supposed girls who had to 
fight their way like that had more sense, and left such 
silliness for your class." 

" They have more sense, but I think more courage 
and enthusiasm too." 

" That's very justly observed, Diana. So you 
think it sort of averages up, and the rich girl and 
her poor sister may do pretty much the same thing, 
but from an entirely different balance of characteris- 
tics and motives ? " 

** Yes, exactly the same thing ; both these girls 
sent flowers." 

** But it cost the rich one no sacrifice to send 
them?" 

" Goodness, no ! She's horribly rich ; and she sent 
her card with them, and had a box at every matinee, 
and wore the same kind of flowers she'd sent him. 
The other girl hadn't any card, and didn't send her 
name with hers." 

"What did the rich gir^s actor do? For of 
course the poor girl's actor didn't know whom they 
were from ? " 

** Of course not ; but the other one sent a short, 
gentlemanly note of thanks for the first flowers. I 
saw it." 

" Good man ! But she kept on sending? " 

" Yes ; you see, there was something else — another 
girL" 

"Ha! A rival?" 

" Oh, no ; a girl much older than we are ; she must 
be twenty-five, but she always goes with girls who 
are just debutantes or not out yet." 

" That's odd." 

" Isn't it? And she never stays friends with one 
more than two seasons." 
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"What's she like?'' 

" Very handsome and attractive when she wants 
to be, and of a splendid family, who lost all their 
money. She's the only one who doesn't work. So 
she can afford to go only with rich girls who can pay 
her way too, and, as she knows all the men, they 
have her to visit them for months, and take her to 
Europe, and buy all her clothes and jewelry. I think 
she's horrid." 

" A simon-pure social grafter ! But I didn't think 
they preyed on kids of your age." 

" Oh, lots of them ! So she took charge of 
Beatrix's affair and sent lots of flowers and hand- 
some presents and jewelry in her name — or said she 
did." 

"I see a light!" 

" At last she took Beatrix to a studio tea, where 
the actor was invited, and introduced them." 

" Then Beatrix got value received ? " 

*^ Why — sort of. But he said only a few words 
to her, and nothing about the flowers and presents. 
She wouldn't let Eileen send any more, and so she 
dropped her." 

" Bully for you, Diana ! You've told a touching 
little drama and a stinging satire on social graft in 
a hundred words. But do you understand the moral 
of the two?" 

" I sort of feel it, but couldn't tell it." 

" The poor girl showed heroic and romantic self- 
sacrifice, which must build up and strengthen her 
character. She got something lasting and good out 
of it because she put something strong and good 
into it.'* 

" I never thought of that, and I'm so glad she 
did." 

" But the rich girl put in nothing which cost her 
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anything, so all she got out of It was being grafted 
on and having her Illusions shattered." 

" That's all she deserved ; everything about it was 
horrid." 

"What's become of the fair Eileen? I think I 
could use her In a play." 

" I'ro sure she's just the same, because last win- 
ter after — after I went to live with Aunt Emellne, 
she wrote and offered to come and stay with me to 
cheer me up, and said she knew lots of nice men In 
Boston." 

" Caspita! Trying to get you in her clutches? " 

" Oh, but she put It so well, you'd have to know 
all about her to see through it." 

** Has she made any play since? " 

" One. The first week we were up here, she wrote 
that she was nervous and nm down and must have 
a change of air, and couldn't she come to us for two 
weeks? I said no, very plainly." 

I pondered for a while. "Well, Diana, that 

brings us round in a circle to the beginning again, 

where we agreed to be frank. So, painful as it Is, I 

must say that you are at this moment playing the 

.parts of both Beatrix and the Grafter Girl." 

" Ohl " and nearly jumped out of her skin. 

^^ In spite of all a gentleman could do and say to 
protect himself, you have chosen me for your 
matinee-idol " 

"Oh!" 

" — and where only a few girl friends knew of 
Beatrix's foolishness, himdreds have seen you making 
both yourself and me ridiculous by your pursuit of 



me." 



"Oh!" 

" Then, the services chance compelled me to ren- 
der you, you repay by robbing me of my time and 
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burning up my nervous energy with worry and futile 
plans to get rid of you, to my great loss and damage^ 
even in money, though that's the smallest part of it. 
And when you know you can make no return for 
what you get out of me, you're nothing but a common 
grafter." 

« Oh, Paul!" 

It was a cry of anguish which I believe no physi- 
cal torment could have wrung from her; and after 
it I couldn't have said what I did before. But I 
had nerved myself up to say all, to the last word, and 
I was glad I had. 

She made a heroic effort to control herself, biting 
her lips, digging her nails into her palms, and in a 
minute said weakly : 

** You mentioned money just now ; so may I speak 
of money without making you mad ? " 

" Yes, that's only fair." 

" Then, besides any I may get from my Father or 
any living relatives, there is a lot in trust for me from 
dead ones, which comes to me when I'm twenty-one. 
I have full control over the income of it now, but I 
can't spend it, because it's nearly one hundred thou- 
sand dollars a year." 

" Very interesting, but what has that " 

" Let me go on as I am, being cured by you of 
all my troubles and that dreadful shadow that hangs 
over my mind; keep on showing me what I really 
am, and make me into a real woman if it's in me; 
and I solemnly promise to pay you that money, 
all that is really mine in the world, the day I'm 
twenty-one, to pay for your lost time. And if there 
is any kind of paper I can sign to make it legal and 
binding now, let me sign it quick ! " 

I felt the tips of my ears and my eye-balls grow 
hot from rage and the veins of my forehead stand 
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out ; but she sprang toward me and raised her hand. 

" Don't say it ! You promised not to get mad. 
Be fair !^' 

I controlled myself. " I apologize for calling 
you a grafter, Diana; for you have offered to pay 
for any loss you cost me a hundred times over. 
But I cannot accept it, nor any part of it; so you 
must be fair, and see that the loss must stop." 

" It can't stop ! It's my life, it's my world, it's 
all that keeps me alive or — or perhaps sane; it's all 
that makes me want to stay in the world or — or not 
be the other thing; so anybody can see it's worth 
everything else I own, and you must let me pay for 
it, and not feel so terribly in debt to you. Please 
do!" 

" It's quite impossible ! " 

"But why, why? Miss Sinclair and the Paris 
girl and lots of others who walk around in your brain 
waste your time, or used to waste it, yet you don't 
think of them as grafters? " 

" They didn't waste my time; they took my rest- 
ing-time, my play-time, without which heart and 
brain cannot go on ; and by giving me their love or 
belief or sympathy or courage or romance or am- 
bition, or all of them together, they made it ten times 
as profitable as my working time, taught me all 
those things, made me able to work at all, made me 
what I am." 

Her eyes shone. ** Oh, splendid ! I knew you 
respected them, almost loved them, or their spirits 
wouldn't come back to yours and take yours to them 
as they do; and if any of them hated you or came 
back out of revenge, I'd know it; I'd know any dan- 
ger that menaced you. But they don't, there's not 
one who doesn't either love you still or at least feel 
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friendly and sentimental toward you, and who 
wouldn't like to come back." 

I mused for a moment. " Yes, I believe — ^I'm 
sure — ^that no woman is the worse for having loved 
me. They are all stronger, braver, and if they 
dropped any fluffy, childhood ideals, they learned new 
ones worth fighting and bleeding for, learned* that 
none can be kept without. So why shouldn't their 
spirits come back and dream over the past again with 
mine? Especially as all those who passed me on are 
married, and made star matches, too.'' 

She puckered up her lips. " Then give me a 
chance to get married and settled, too ! " 

I scorned her and pursued my thought. " And 
pray why shouldn't they make star matches? Weren't 
they perfectly studio-broke? Weren't all their fussy 
little pin-feathers which so rasperate a man who is 
out of the calf age, plucked out by a sure and re- 
morseless hand? Weren't they taught a true and 
perfect sex equality whose credo was, * What's sauce 
for the goose is sauce for the gander'? Didn't I 
bring 'em into our Bohemian crowd? — unless they 
were high society married, when of course I couldn't 
answer for their morals, and they might have cor- 
rupted us. And haven't many of our gang lived in 
the student quarters of Paris, BerUn, Rome, and 
Munich, and have they anything on us in the way of 
good government, good work, or a good time? " 

" It sounds perfectly wonderful ! Could you 
ever get me into it? " 

" Are you crazy? So when the girls get joshed 
and ridiculed and maybe bullied a little down to their 
own natural selves, and get treated as responsible, 
reasonable equals by lots of different men, why 
shouldn't they know all about men and their weak 
points and be able to twist them round their fingers 
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better than any actress and marry any one they 
chose? " 

" How lucky none of them picked you ! " 

" Oh, except Merryweather, Warry Hewit, and 
Herbert Colesat, who was always a sissy, none of 
the men in the crowd could afford to marry; so the 
girls went outside. I've made more money than I 
need myself only for the last three years; and this 
bungalow soaked up most of that." 

" But you only give me glimpses of that wonder- 
ful life of work and ambition and freedom, to slam the 
door in my face and tell me to go wall myself up in 
my caste ! " 

" Well, if IVe beaten that into you, all my trouble 
is not lost.** 

" But you deny me the right to be happy and im- 
prove myself which you gave those women! Why, 
why, can't you be fair? Why won't you give me 
my chance, as you would any poor girl struggling 
toward art, music, literature, or the stage? " 

" Because poverty and struggle are the bonds 
which hold our mystic brotherhood together, the 
pass-words of admission which command our instant 
help." 

" But you are comparatively rich, you have every 
comfort. Why not be consistent and shut yourself 
out with me? " 

" Because I struggled there and succeeded there, 
and shall always bear the scars I got there." 

She held out her hands in supplication. " Oh, 
take my horrid money away and let me be just my- 
self ! Let me struggle for my happiness, let me give 
all those women gave, and give me scars, big scars ! " 

" How dare you say such things ? If any one 
heard it, they would think I had deliberately cor- 
rupted you, instead of always shielding you and 
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guarding you. If you can't shut up and be decent, 
ni put you out of the house ! " 

Forked blue flames darted from her eyes, and pas- 
sion shook her like a leaf as she screamed : 

" It's too late ! YouVe let me stay till I love you 
to death, till you're my only hope of saving my mind 
and soul; and if you drive me away, I swear FU 
kill us both and have you over there ! " 

I caught her by the shoulders and shook her. 
" Diana, control yourself, or your mind will get 
unhinged. You have the light of madness in your 
eyes this moment! Remember that you are a mere 
child, and must not affect to be anything else." 

" Childl ** she cried, and trailed off into dreadful 
staccato laughter. 

I shook her again. She grew perfectly calm, and 
looked me in the eyes, and as she did so the light 
of madness went out and that other wonderful look 
came in, and she whispered tensely : 

" Shake me, beat me, hurt me ! I love to feel 
your strength! " 

Her eyes closed slowly, her head swayed back 
with half-opened mouth, her body went limp and 
yielding in my hands, till I had to throw my arm 
round her waist to keep her from falling. Then I 
stared at her in a new and greatest terror. For that 
was not the speech of a child, but the desperate con- 
fession of a woman's passionate love as it sweeps 
away th^ last barrier ; and the abandon of her body 
in erotic catalepsy the physiological symptom which 
accompanies it. 



CHAPTER IX 

PICTUEES 

I LAID Diana, still half-consciaus, on the divan, 
rushed from the house, called Duke, and hit 

the road at almost a run. I was unstrung, 
panic-stricken. The world seemed to be narrowing 
down to just her and me, and my chance of escaping 
her to be growing nil. I felt an imperative need 
of rushing into a crowd of people, of bearing, see- 
ing, talking to, dense packed masses of humanity; 
of being pushed and jostled by them, to reassure me 
that tl^ world was still crowded, and that I had 
friends and amounted to something, and that they'd 
stand by me and not see me dragged away. I hap- 
pened to turn to the left at my gate, toward the vil- 
lage, and opposite the Loxhurst a burst of gay 
laughter rang out and rang cheer into my heart like 
Christmas bells! As a homing pigeon, I turned in 
the gate and up on the veranda, and saw a girl whose 
face looked familiar, sitting with five others. I 
rushed up to her joyfully. 

" How d'y' do ! When did you come up? " and 
squeezed her hand hard. 

She beamed, and I looked as if I wanted to eat 
her. 

"Why, only yesterday. Who told you, Mr. 
Worden ? How nice of you to come so soon ! '* 

How perfectly feminine ! She introduced her five 
friends; they seemed wholesome and natural, and I 
began to feel cheerful and to crack jokes; they all 
laughed, other people joined us and were introduced. 
I told some stories about Duke in Cuba, they howled. 
154 
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There were thirty people round us. I began to feel 
sure of myself again, and in gratitude asked my 
friend, whose name I didn't know, to walk up to the 
depot with me and see the noon train come in. The 
original sextet accepted, but that was only " moim- 
tain odds " against me, a lot safer than what Fd 
escaped from ! The girl I had first recognized had a 
fine pair of shoulders and walked like an Amazon. I 
suggested soda, and led into Smith's store, next the 
post-ofiice, where they have the best. I knew all the 
shop-girls there, by name, and a dozen customers. I 
talked and joked and was introduced to a lot more 
people; fourteen of us had soda, and I bought my 
girl two pounds of Park & Tilford's, and dozens 
of post-cards for all. The train whistled. Captive 
to a band of Amazons, I threaded my way among the 
hotel-busses and boarding-house rigs to the tiny plat- 
form jammed with people. The bus-drivers all spoke 
to me, and I shook hands as if they were long-lost 
brothers, till one spinach-tasselled Aborigine re- 
marked, " Be you goin' away, Mr. Worden? " The 
crowd was so thick I held my girl's arm, which is 
perfectly proper near mountains. The train came 
lumbering in, and shoals of hefty lassies juggling 
bulging paper-leather suit-cases as if they were bon- 
bon-boxes got off into the arms of screaming girl 
friends ; also, one man. 

Oh, joy! Oh, triumph! The one man was for 
Loxhurst ! So were half a dozen of the girls, yet it 
raised the male percentage heavily. In a phalanx 
some thirty strong, we bent thither; the man and I 
keeping within a few feet of each other, with the 
modesty of an insignificant minority — almost a for- 
lorn hope. But I was supremely happy, brave, and 
confident ; I sparkled and effervesced till they shrieked 
with laughter. I gripped that protecting arm 
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again; the brown eyes looked frankly into mine. I 
felt a king, a hero, a conquistador! Oh, let anybody 
who's lonesome or haunted by ghosts or blue devils 
go to the Catskills, the Heart of the Catskills, some- 
where between the Mountain House and Tanners- 
ville; there's so much youth and health and high 
spirits and frank friendliness compressed into a tract 
six miles long by two broad, that even remorse would 
get squeezed out! 

Suddenly a familiar and ominous vibration 
throbbed in my chest ; then my ears confirmed the dire 
presage: it was Juggernaut's masterful purr! It 
came up behind us, and as our party scurried toward 
the sidewalk my teeth chattered and my feet turned 
to ice. Whispers and craning of necks. 

" That's Miss Ardway." 

" That's her — the heiress, you know." 

" That's the car she wrecked and Mr. Worden 
saved for her." 

" My, isn't she pretty ! Just like thie picture we 
cut out of the paper." 

I felt the glances turn from Diana to me, and 
my ears began to bum. Desperately I clutched that 
brown protecting arm and bent toward the brown 
eyes. 

" Do you know, I'm just remembering how much 
I liked you last year, and how often I thought of 
you down in that lonesome Cuba all winter." 

The brown eyes looked a little incredulous, but 
not offended. 

" Oh, Mr. Worden ! " called Diana. 

I had to turn. " GkK)d-moming, Miss Ardway." 

" Good-morning? Why, I just left you to get 
the car I Have you forgotten that you are lunching 
with my Aunt? " 
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I felt the ground slipping past the soles of my 
shoes. 

" I'm sorry, but I didn't know anything about 
it " 

" Of course you did! And Aunt Emeline expects 
you." 

" I didn't ; there's some mistake. I've invited some 

friends to lunch with me — Miss " I stopped 

short and hesitated; I didn't know the new girl's 
name ! The ground slipped past the soles of my shoes 
with an ominous grinding. I was lost! On such 
straws hangs our fate ! 

The Cataclysm smiled pityingly. " You absurd 
man! You promised to come two days ago, and 
again this morning. Please hurry, or we'll keep 
Aunt Emeline waiting ; " and she leaned over and 
opened Juggernaut's door. 

Before the blatant proprietorship of Diana's look 
and manner, my girl disengaged her arm and stepped 
back. A marquise of the old regime could have done 
no more ; yet the Ardways would have called her 
common ! A hot wave surged through my brain and 
warmed my feet in an instant; the ground stopped 
slipping from under me ; I stood rooted in its depths 
like a forest tree. 

" You are mistaken ; we had no engagement for 
to-day, and I expect guests myself ; " and I stepped 
forward and slammed the door. 

I was saved! On such straws hangs our fate! 
Twin forked blue lightnings darted at me as she 
threw in the clutch and too much power, for Jugger- 
naut snarled as he bounded away from us. The 
other man looked after her admiringly and muttered 
under his breath : 

" Gee, some class ! " 
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But if you don't keep class in its place, it will 
keep you in yours, Mr. Other Man, and rob you of 
your American birthright to come up ! Brown Eyes 
and her two best friends had breakfast with me, 
and we all had a good time, and my spirits kept right 
up. Perhaps there came the flirt of a shadow over 
those of the two friends now and then, as they 
wondered what entangling alliances the Other Man 
might be forming, and whether they could surmount 
the handicap of missing him for a meal. But it's 
certain that if I had invited him to breakfast and 
kept hiro away from his first scheduled meal there, 
Loxhurst would have burst into insurrection. 

When they left, I felt quite cheery and normal 
and vagabondy, and mighty cocky about the notable 
victory I had won single-handed against the terrible 
odds of Diana. For really Brown Eyes and the rest 
of the thirty had been only a chorus of joyous vil- 
lagers, and not combatants at all. I had just ideal- 
ized them as the Masses imder the motor wheels of 
Class for the occasion. To be sure, Brown Eyes' 
pantomime of renunciation when she stepped back 
had the real dramatic punch, and maybe it had 
given me the right point of view at a critical mo- 
ment ; but I'd probably have gotten it, any way, and 
scorned the heiress good and proper. Why, what a 
scene it would make for an East Side melodrama! 
I got up and wrote it down in my " Scene Memo." 
book. Then I put in two hours at getting up my 
correspondence, not feeling quite up to creative work. 

By five o'clock I was all ragged out and lone- 
some and depressed again, and couldn't believe I'd 
seen Marjorie only that morning; so I 'phoned and 
made them promise to come over for dinner. Cheerful 
again, I slipped a tattered copy of the Dramatist's 
Bible — that's Rene Doumic's " De Scribe h Ibsen** 
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— into my pocket and strolled through the grounds 
of the Haines Falls House, next door to me, and over 
the bridge at the falls, or, more accurately, where 
the falls can be turned on if the requisite number of 
tourists contribute their quarters; the thrifty Abo- 
rigine owners keeping the madcap brook partly 
dammed up at that point against the time of summer 
droug'ht, when quarters wiU be most plentiful. The 
dam marks the head of that wonderful ravine called 
Catskill Clove, into which the falls fall when per- 
mitted. Once over the bridge, I turned west and took 
the charming wood path which follows the brook 
above the falls. It belongs to Twilight Park, and 
is their shortest cut to the Golf Club and village ; so 
the quality from Squirrel Inn and the villas and bun- 
galows of the Park, with an uncanny and unco pro- 
portion of spinsters even past the Dangerous Age, 
parade there in conscious superiority, and frown 
upon the gangs of hoyden summer-boarders who go 
romping and singing through it, or even down the 
brook itself, jiraiping from rock to rock. But after 
five o'clock even their vitality ebbs a little, and they 
travel in smaller bunches or even lie round in twos 
or ones and read. The trees arch over the scolding 
water, and as the sun dipped toward the western 
peaks he shot long crimson beams down the nave of 
a Grothic cathedral flagged with molten copper. 

I chose a moss-covered, sun-warmed rock, half 
afloat, half ashore, and stretched myself on my side, 
while Duke became absorbed in minnows and possible 
frogs. It was all perfectly pleasing and restful, 
without being a bit lonely, and I had a comforting 
feeling that my subconscious mind was storing up 
good things to give out in my work next day. I 
took Doumic out of my pocket, and he opened at a 
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much marked and grimy passage on page 11, the 
very Credo, the Master Word, of our profession : 

" Le thSdtrey c'est Vart — — " ** Drama is the art 
of introducing simplicity, clearness, logic, and cohe- 
sion into life, which is complex, obscure, inconsistent, 
and incoherent." 

After God gives the story, the imaginative con- 
ception, it's all in that sentence! 

Passers-by had disappeared from the trail; the 
6 : 15 train came in and went panting on up the 
grade to the Laurel House. It grew so still, I heard 
a girl laugh on the village street 'way across the 
golf-links. Even the brook half hushed its merry 
giggle. The sun had gone down behind the western 
peaks, but a triumph of opal clouds would light us 
for an hour to come. The trees stood out burned 
black against them. Duke lay on the rock beside 
me, his kobold head within six inches of Doumic; I 
hoped he was absorbing him! Certainly it was the 
psychological moment for a bachelor's reverie, and 
I stretched out on my back with hands clasped under 
my head and concentrated my thoughts on the sub- 
ject imder rumination, hitting the trail at Diana's 
manifestation of the day. The end of a moving- 
picture film poked up from my subconscious mind 
and began to feed on. When I thought it safely 
started, I eased up on my conscious effort to pro- 
duce it, and just lay back and watched. It stopped. 

Again I concentrated my thoughts on the subject, 
and presently the end of the film shot up again and 
began to feed on slowly. Strange to say, it was not 
the same story which had showed the first time, but 
about an entirely different person, at least five years 
before the other. But it was a long trail, and who 
could expect to pick it up at the same spot twice? 
Besides, the ribbon runs both ways from wherever 
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you pick it up, a sort of belt-line, sure to show you 
all the stations in time. Very cautiously, this time, I 
eased up the conscious effort, till presently it was 
running sweet and smooth automatically, with a line 
of pictures which would have held any audience. 
Presently I tired of the special genre before me and 
went back to the first of all which I'd lived as a kid 
and practised running over while I lay awake in *the 
dark, so as not to be afraid. 

As the films grew longer and more variegated 
each year, I took more pleasure in them and per^ 
fected the apparatus for showing them, after long 
practice, till it has to be a pretty good new adven- 
ture to beat the reproductions of the old! Indeed, 
all I ask of the new ones is that they shan't lower 
the average! So before I fall asleep — and I believe 
in splitting up your sleep to get a little nap after 
lunch — or when I'm waiting or walking or riding or 
in a car, I just start the picture film and, presto ! — 
the time has passed. So I can look forward with 
equanimity, though may it seem a thousand years 
hence, and may I never live to see it — when I shall 
be too old to live any new pictures, even too old to 
ride Bruja. My goodness! Bruja will be dead! 
Ay de miy qiierida meal But you shall live forever 
in the pictures, for they are burned into the immor- 
tal part of me, and must last while I am I — forever ! 
And if I can't ride, but only shufile along in the sun 

or sit in my easy chair with Duke beside me Ay 

de mi! Duke will be dead, too! But one of his 
descendants shall guard me with the courage and 
fidelity of his famous ancestor. 

I remember well that April morning three years 
ago, the year of the worst drought, when it hadn't 
rained since October, and all the rivers but the 
Aramao had stopped running and were only spring- 

II 
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holes and mud-wallows; and the .ground was a bare 
baked brick seamed with cracks, and carcasses of 
starved cattle lay everywhere, for the buzzards were 
too stuffed to eat half of them. 

La Finca Ranch came through far ahead of any 
other, for our ground is absolutely el Hoyo, the 
Hole, that is, the lowest spot of the valley and the 
bottom of an old lake, with four feet of wonderful 
black loam over most of it, where just the dew can 
keep a little grass alive ; so we lost only about twenty 
per cent, of our cattle, while some owners were com- 
pletely wiped out. 

So that April morning I was shaving, though it 
was still dark, when Yuan-kai came to the door 
ahnost smiling. 

" Senor, Loma has six pups — ^two dogs and four 
bitches," 

And the sturdiest little white and brindle ball 
who just pried the others out of the way to come 
at Mamma's lunch-counter, was Duke. And Lorna 
licked my hand, and was so proud ! And she had all 
the milk she could drink, though it cost the lives of 
several calves. That reminds me that one plain, 
ordinary black cow, Vay below the average of our 
herd in size and class, fed three calves through the 
last two months of that terrible drought, her own and 
two whose mothers had died, and what she made the 
milk out of to do it, except air and water, no man 
could tell. 

Two years before that, one morning right at the 
end of the drought too, but not such a bad one, I'd 
been helping my monteros [cow-boys] plant green 
fence-posts since sunrise, which we expected to root 
and grow in the coming rains. If they do, they are 
big enough to cut other posts from in three years, 
and give precious shade; but more than half don't 
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root, and rot within a year. We were coming through 
Cuarton No. 3, where the horses are pastured, and 
I asked if Chispa [Spark] was all right; she was 
my most valuable mare, and about due to foal. No 
one had seen her for twenty-four hours; so though 
we were on the way home for eleven o'clock break- 
fast, we made a cast through the river bottom with 
its growth of giant castor-oil beans, then up to the 
grove of guava trees. This covers about five acres, 
and gives the best shade on the ranch, so it's a favor- 
ite place for their mothers to hide new-bom calves and 
colts. 

As we approached the grove, without a word 
spoken, but with that instinctive team-play which 
men get from working together, we spread out like 
a fan, and each took a different trail through the 
wood. Its heavy shade seemed pitch dark after the 
glare of the tropical sim, and I rode on very slowly 
to get used to it, watching with one eye for Gallo 
to prick his ears, as he would if we came near Chispa. 
I had gone almost through, so that the glare from 
beyond the grove dazzled my eyes, when the weirdest 
little black imp, all legs and furry tail like a coon's, 
started up ahead of me, against the light. I yelled, 
and it fled into the open, with all of us in pursuit; 
but Chispa came through us like a wild engine and 
turned it back toward the grove. Guzman, who was 
last, turned the colt out again, but he got too near 
Chispa doing it, and she whirled and let go both 
heels in his horse's ribs; if she had hit his leg, she 
would have cracked it. 

Then we drove both into the corral, from which 
all the Cuartons [divisions of a ranch] radiate; 
Chispa always keeping between us and her colt, and 
charging us furiously if we came too near. There 
we roped both and looked them over, trimming the 
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fluffy hair off the colt's tail and ears. Then I saw 
it was a female, and dark chestnut instead of black; 
but I named her Bruja [Witch], for the first glimpse 
I had in the wood. And because she was a link in a 
royal line, we adjourned to Raphael's house at the 
corral gate, para tomar la maflana [to take tlie morn- 
ing drink as an appetizer for breakfast], in her 
honor. Raphael filled a white agate-ware cup half 
full of Bacardi, the fine native rum brewed at Santi- 
ago, and another with water, and handed them to me 
as being El -4 mo ' [the Master], the most distin- 
guished person present; I handed them back to him 
as next in rank, being Jefe de los Monteros [Chief 
Cow-boy] ; and he in turn to Lutgardo, and he to 
Guzman, who drank and started them up the line 
again, ending with me. So were the forms of Castil- 
ian courtesy observed in all their nicety. Those were 
two notable First Appearances; and when Bruja was 
bom I had just begun my first book to amuse myself. 
I've often thought that the most terrible part 
of leading a perfectly humdrum and pure-soul life 
must be not having any pictures to look back on in 
the lonesome hours. It's such an uncertain world 
that about the only things they can't take away from 
us are the things we've had. But if you've never 
had any, it must be dreadful, as you get toward 
forty, to hear the years ring off one after the other, 
and know in your heart that with each one goes part 
of your chance for ever realizing love, adventure, 
passion, ambition, or any of the dreams the dullest 
heart has dreamt in the enthusiasm of youth and 
again in the full strength and power of maturity. 
And when the power tide begins to ebb and gray 
ashes to show in the fire, and there are still no pic- 
tures to console you — ^ah, that's the Dangerous Age 
of the Last Chance ! And, man or woman, I'd break 
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out and dare to will and live and enjoy, and get my 
pictures that nothing can take away from me, any 
more than anything in any world can scare me after 
I've got them. I'm glad I started in extreme youth 
to collect a gorgeous gallery, for as I was making 
the pictures, the pictures were making me! 

It was the 'phone woke me next morning, not 
Yuan-kai, but he appeared in the doorway while I 
was talking, so she didn't beat him to my sleep by 
much.'. It came over the wire good and hot, and the 
Leit'Motif was: 

*^When are you going to apologize to me for 
dashing out of the house without a word and leaving 
me, your guest, alone there? And when I invited 
you to lunch, to give you a chance to explain, insult- 
ing me before those common girls? " 

*^ Diana, it seems to me as if we'd lived through 
all this before. I surely remember this castigation 
while I stood here with my teeth chattering and the 
goose-flesh coming out under my pajamas, though 
they are real wool ! " I was really tucked up to my 
chin in bed ! 

" That's because you insulted me before, and had 
to apologize." 

" Think, O my Copper Cataclysm, what a lot of 
sleep it would save us if you could just get a little 
callous to all these insults, like your hands do from 
rowing.'* 

*^ How dare you think such a thing ! " 

" Diana, whisper ! Are your eyes big and soft 
and a little sleepy, with the dream mists evaporating 
through your long, curled, dark lashes, the way the 
mist is floating up through the trees along the edge 
of the Clove under my window? " 

*^ Can anything so wonderful as that remind 
you of my poor little eyes? " 
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** Diana, everything in this splendid nature round 
us reminds me of some part of you." 

" Oh, I never knew you to be so nice as you are 
this morning! You must have had beautiful 
dreams? " 

" Not the most beautiful, because you wouldn't 
come into them." 

Very low : " Yet I tried." 

" But did you try as if you really wanted to 
come very badly? " 

*^ Yes, I lay awake for an hour between twelve 
and one, trying to force my spirit near enough to 
touch yours, to make my Ka stand beside your bed 
so plainly that you would wake up and see it." 

"Well, try again, try every night; if it's ever 
been done in the world, you can do it." 

** But I can't quite do it all alone, and you always 
fight against me and won't help.*' 

"I don't. I will help." 

" But you do ! Even in your sleep, your will 
fights against mine, and drives me away, and bars 
me out the way you do awake." 

** I'll make it stop, make it want you and draw 
you toward me." 

I heard her sigh, " You can't make it do any- 
thing while you are unconscious in sleep that it isn't 
used to doing when you are awake ; and though per- 
haps I can make you dream of me for an instant now 
and then, I never can make you see me, or my Ka, 
or my astral body, or whatever it is, till your heart 
and brain and will are used to wanting me most of 
the time while you are conscious, used to remembering 
me and visualizing me and trying to draw me to you 
because " 

" Because what? " 
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After a little pause, very, very low : " Because 
they love me.'* 

I felt the sheet slip over my bare feet the way I 
do the ground under the soles of my shoes when she 
terrifies me. But I told my ebbing courage that this 
time she was safely at the other end of a telephone- 
wire, where nothing could possibly happen to her, and 
her animal magnetism couldn't flood my brain, so 
there was no occasion for sitting on the safety-valve. 
Besides, Tad was coming to-night to deliver me from 
her forever, and I could be just as reckless as I 
wanted to for once, because there would never be 
any come-back to this morning ! 

" I'm getting that new thought," I said. " It 
doesn't sound such a hard prescription to take." 

" Oh, Paul, will you? Will you try to take it and 
stop driving me away? " 

** Steady, steady, not all at once ! But from now 
on I feel I will be justified in trusting the matter more 
and more to your good sense and circumstances ; sort 
of let Fate lead from her stronsr suit." 

A long, deep sigh of relief. 

** Diana, how is your hair fixed ? " 

** Why, in two braids." 

** With what colored ribbons? " 

" Purple." 

" Oh, Diana, purple at your age ! '^ 

" I know it's too old for me, or I'd wear it all the 
time ; so I wear it when nobody can see it." 

*' But I want to see it! I can just imagine how 
beautiful those copper cables are finished off with 
purple bows. I wish I were near enough to pull them 
and twist them and wind them round my arms and 
feel their life current feed into me ! " and the picture 
at the other end of the wire began to fire my blood. 
Safely out of reach, and Tad coming to-night! 
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" I wish you were ! '' came the soft answer. ^ You 
know you can ten times a day if you want to.** . 

'* Is it a promise? " 

"Yes, But one of the purple bows is all 
squashed. I must have been lying on it.^ 

" Dear little lucky bow ! Sniff it once for me." 

A pause. "I did." 

" Could you tell who had been lying on it? " 

" Oh, yes ! " 

" So could I — among a million." 

"Could you?" 

*^ Yes* I wish I could do it now ! " 

Very low:" 0-h!" 

" Diana, has it got short sleeves ? " 

"What, the bow?" 

** Are you wearing short sleeves ? " 

" Why— yes." 

" How well your arms must look in them ! I 
wish " 

"What?" 

I sighed. " Oh, nothing — something impossible." 

" How do you know it's impossible? You've 
called me a witch, a demon, a Valkyr, a pixy, and a 
devil, so I ought to have power to give any mortal 
three wishes." 

" And would you give them to me if you had the 
power? " 

" A thousand ! " 

" Then, this one first : stretch out those arms 
right here before my eyes." 

Sadly : " Ah, if I only could ! But the sleeves 
of my sailor blouses are so loose you can see them 
whenever you want to." 

" No, Diana ; it must come supematurally." 

Eagerly : " But you ought to see how thgy have 
developed since I've done that exercise you taught me 
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fifty times each morning ! Why, from my toes to my 
finger-tips my muscles get stronger and springier 
every day," 

" Name of evil ! Am I building up a Frankenstein 
to tear me to pieces some day ? " 

Very gently : " Not if you are as nice to me 
always as you are this morning." 

" And you won't bully me and beat me just be* 
cause you're strong? " 

" I promise not to." 

" But may I beat you? " 

Fiercely : " If you ever dare ! " 

" But didn't you say you would stretch your arms 
right out to me here if you could? " 

Softly : " Yes." 

"And when I gripped them to feel the muscle, 
could I shake you a little? " 

Lower still: "Yes." 

" Then could I shake you harder, so hard that 
your copper serpents would hiss and coil round me 
and strike at me, knowing you were in danger? " 

Very, very low : " Yes." 

" Then could I try to beat you, and you'd strug- 
gle fiercely, and get so tired out and out of breath 
that I'd have to hold you up to keep you from fall- 
ing; hold you very tight and close? " 

The lowest, gentlest sigh I ever heard. In fact, 
I don't believe I did hear it with any bodily ear; it 
could never have come over any base earth-bom wire ; 
it was her psychic force which flashed it to my brain. 
Who dare set a limit to the meaning which can be 
put in a sigh? What a long, passionate wooing it 
can crown with promise and sweet surrender! What 
secret and heroic sacrifices it can sign and seal ! Even 
those which stretch through life and are never done. 
Sighs for cause build character, sighs for no cause 
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destroy it. Diana's woman's charm behind the bars 
of a child's years had cost me a few sighs, I admit — 
all in the first category. But Tad would come to- 
night, and sighs would cease. Ho! A dramatic idea 
for announcing their cessation ! 

** Diana, when are you going to begin tennis? 
You need more exercise." 

" But I've been begging you to take me to the 
club for weeks, because I don't know any one there, 
and I'm afraid to go alone." 

** A most praiseworthy feeling which you can well 
afford to cultivate." 

" Oh, now you're getting horrid and natural 
again, when you've been so nice this morning ! " 

" It was a romantic impulse which escaped con- 
trol. I refuse to spoil you any spoilder than you're 
spoilt." 

" But, please, I'm not spoiled, nor even vain nor 
conceited; just a lonesome little girl who has had 
trouble enough for a whole life already, but who 
sees long, long trouble ahead; for my money and 
family will both push me toward what I hate, and 
only you can pull me back and make me what I want 
to be." 

" Diana, there is a pathetic vein of truth in what 
you say, and if no other better knight rides into the 
lists and declares himself your champion against 
Caste and the Flesh Pots — ^why, count on me." 

" Oh, Paul, that's the nicest promise that was 
ever made ! " 

"You will call me Mr. Worden, or preferably 
Captain Worden, as being more respectful; and if 
you keep away from me all to-day and let me catch 
up with my work, and don't stir off your place till 
nine o'clock to-morrow morning. Juggernaut can 
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bring you to the bungalow at 9 : 46 o'clock in your 
tennis duds." 

" Oh, thank you ever so much ! I promise." 
" Good ! Hast a la vista! [Until we meet again.] 
Do you remember the answer? " 

« Yes. Si Dios quierel " [If God wiUs.] 
The trap was set and baited! I did work like 
a Trojan; and though violent scenes, such as ours 
of the day before, play the devil with your wits and 
nerves for the time being, as a big sub-soil plow 
going through your brain would; still, they cut all 
the binding roots, break up the hardest gravel and 
clay, and turn up virgin soil from a depth where 
consciousness could never penetrate to work it. So 
every scene we live with strong, real feeling or pur- 
pose in it, good or bad, pays for its wear and tear 
on us in literary possibilities a hundred times over; 
and in proportion as we have the impulse to go out 
of our way to make these storm scenes out of a clear 
sky and play our part in them and force them to their 
dramatic climax, so were we bom authors or drama- 
tists. I always had this instinct, long before I thought 
of writing ; so much so that my friends often accused 
me of being a trouble-breeder, and I admit it cost 
many tears. It was no desire to inflict pain and still 
less idle busybodyness, but my unrecognized dramatic 
instinct plowing up people's hearts and brains to see 
what they really", truly were inside, and what made 
them do what they did; and you have to get them 
very mad, or very miserable, or very much in love, 
or very something, to crack their shells enough to 
see that. 

Diana kept faith and kept away, and with break- 
fast and an hour's nap taken out, I worked right 
through to six o'clock; then Yuan-kai, Duke, and I 
set out to meet Tad. A less sturdy or less known 



172 DIANA ARDWAY 

trio could never have forced their way on to that 
human jam-pot of a platform, and though we £d, 
many trusting girls who had joined us, hoping to 
break in behind our interference, were nipped and 
held by the closing eddies in our wake. Yet real 
mountain joy and high spirits danced in all eyes; 
everybody expected a friend, or a friend of theirs 
did, and all had come to welcome them in the spirit 
of hospitality and community of goods which blooms 
in that air. The train whistled, every neck craned 
forward; then it came grinding in, still radiating 
the heat and swelter of the city. I grabbed Duke by 
the collar and held him over my head as a buoy; 
everybody shrieked and waved. On the lowest step 
of the tlurd Pullman stood Tad, dust-coat and small 
grip in hand, his gray, Worden scout's eyes scan- 
ning the crowd intently. Behind him a white- jack- 
eted porter gesticulated with his portable step and 
besought to be allowed to pass him and place it as 
the train stopped. Beside the porter and somewhat 
entangled with him, a regular sure-kill blonde girl 
bent forward and clutched Tad's shoulder, entreating 
him not to jump. 

I let out the first notes of our La Finca cattle- 
cry, a sort of falsetto yodle — or perhaps all yodles 
are — ^which just riddles distance and all other sounds. 
Tad saw us, smiled, jumped; but with the instinct of 
a foot-ball player to utilize momentum, he only hit 
the platform once, and as the incarnate resultant of 
two forces caromed into the crowd before us; while 
the porter stepped into his place and poised his step, 
and the blonde girl screamed and another scream 
out of sight in the doorway of the Pullman answered 
hers. I hope and expect the new foot-ball to develop 
into a game of great subtlety and finesse; in fact, a 
sort of chess with live pieces, fostering like qualities 
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in its votaries. But up to and a little past the pres- 
ent, it rather fosters a simplicity and crudity in the 
pursuit of aims and an inattention to the conven- 
ience of others amounting to brusqueness. Still, a 
crowd being almost as compressible or expansible 
as truth, and this one being composed of hefty Ama- 
zons, for whom good hard man-squeezes must have 
been rare since reaching the mountains, there resulted 
only screams and squeals of pleasurable emotion. 

I dropped Duke, and Tad gave me a bear-hug 
which made many mouths water. 

" Hello, Unc ! " and, passing a hand over my 
shoulder: " Qtie tal, Yuan-kai? ** 

The Oriental almost smiled as he took the hand. 
" Muy bieuy Senor^ y Usted? " 

For Tad had spent a few months on the ranch, 
and treasures his Spanish as the only real, natural 
tongue of adventure since the Norsemen petered out. 
The jam-eddies closed round us again with eager, 
sparkling bubbles — I mean, eyes ; And, with a gesture 
as sweeping as the pressure permitted, I said: 

Let me introduce my nephew. Tad Worden." 
Oh, how do you do, Mr. Worden? We heard 
you were coming ; " and so many brown hands were 
held out it looked a little like holding up a bag of 
peanuts before a monkey-cage ! 

The arriving travellers squeezed into the crush 
without serious injury, though it looked like feeding 
aristocrats to the French mob, and the two engines 
groaned and panted to start the train. Now they 
began to ebb in trickles and rivulets, and when Yuan- 
kai had given Tad's check to Marty we followed, the 
girls in our train generously introducing the captive 
to any friends who came within range. Well beyond 
the busses, two or three motors were drawn to the 
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side of the road, and Tad yanked me toward one into 
which the scream-girl was just stepping. 

" I promised the Pollock girls to introduce you, 
Uncle; they're two dreams with a cottage in Twi- 
light Park." 

He did, and they were; especially the First Scream, 
who gave me the very rare hunch, about the rarest 
I receive, that she was made for the stage and should 
be convinced of it ; also, that it would be very pleas- 
ant to make the damsel scream occasionally. Two 
more things I sensed at the first glance: that Mrs. 
Pollock was their step-mother, and that First Scream 
was the brains and wheel-horse of the outfit. It was 
in response to a signal of hers that Step-Ma asked 
us to dine the next evening. 

" Thank you very much, Mrs. Pollock, but Miss 
Sinclair and two of her guests are dining with us 
to-morrow.*' 

" Oh, we'd love to meet Miss Sinclair ! Is she as 
charming off the stage as she is on? " by the Second 
Scream. 

" Oh, quite ! I'll have you all to tea." 

"Won't that be jolly! Please have us soon." 

** Tad's going to play tennis at ten o'clock to- 
morrow morning." 

"How jolly! We'll meet you at the club and 
have mixed doubles." 

" I have to work in the morning, but he and Miss 
Ardway will play you." 

" Oh! " in chorus with an echo of disappointment, 
but with a ringing note of kow-tow to the name of 
Ardway, 

« We'd be delighted to." 

We rejoined our Amazons at the post-office. Tad 
devoting himself to the red-haired chum of Brown 
Eyes. It's queer how tastes run in families. Also, 
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under cover of his dust-coat, I think he was holding 
her arm; he was right up on moimtain etiquette! 
Over' Yuan-kai's perfectly soothing dinner we got 
down to the matter in hand. 

"You didn't lose any time putting me on the 
Ardway scent, Uncle;" and Tad grinned. 

" I couldn't afford to lose a minute ; you see, it's 
a very burning condition which confronts us, and, 
besides, it's entangled in a theory." 

I explained the condition as Diana's lonesomtoess 
and boredom, with resulting pursuit of me as her 
matinee idol; and the theory as her extreme youth, 
which made it impossible for me to take any but a 
fatherly interest in her. 

" But, Tad, if I know anything about women, 
she's one splendid, straightforward, true-hearted 
girl, with an extraordinary and magnetic personal- 
ity, and a mind and imagination which will do big 
work of some kind. I tell you, she's a prize for any 
man, but for one whose talents lie parallel to hers, 
she's revelation, inspiration, success! Here'§ her 
picture." 

From the table drawer I took the finest photo- 
graph I ever saw, which she had left with Yuan-kai 
a week before. It was large, very soft, and dusky 
brown with heavy shadows, her hands clasped over one 
knee, with long arms stretched straight and taut, 
suggesting her cat-like activity. The face was older 
than hers, years older ; it reminded me of the way she 
looked that second day, when she brought Jugger- 
naut to hurl us into the quarry. Yet there was no 
rage nor lurking insanity in the expression; just the 
tempered steel will of that fateful day showing 
through her beauty, and in her eyes a little, the 
beginning, of that mysterious fixed look which accom- 
panied her greatest psychic efforts, till any stranger 
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would say that for her the future had no veil. Tad 
had watched me closely as I spoke, and the feel of 
his glance made me realize that I was still staring 
at the photograph. But he stared too when he took 
it, for several minutes, then said gravely : 

** She looks it all, Uncle; '* and a moment later: 
" How well the bronze frame suits it, sort of fades 
into it, and it's a gem, all hand-tooled, isn't it? '* 

"Yes; it's certainly the best French wort" 

** Why don't you hang it up? " 

" Because I've never had a woman's picture in 
my rooms." 

Tad put it away reluctantly. Then we got into 
one of Marty's buckboards to drive to the Laurel 
House, and by the time we got there he'd grasped 
a bird's eye view of the situation. They dance there 
every evening in a bully old rambling ball-room, 
sixty feet by eighty, with windows down to the 
floor, so you can dodge in and out from the veranda, 
and sneak out to cool off and whisper what you 
couldn't in the crowd between dances. The whole 
place is rambling and picturesque, with a real atmos- 
phere of many, many seasons of romances and good 
times, like an old Southern home. Its situation is 
as picturesque as the house, actually hanging over 
CatskiU Falls, with the best view there is up the 
Clove. Beyond, where the peaks crowd in and close 
its western end, you watch the sunset gather, the sky 
turn from opal to crimson, to silver, to purple; the 
evening star, perhaps the crescent moon, shine out 
in brief and splendid triumph, then dash down among 
those cruel peaks. But in their stead flash out their 
younger sisters, and the thousand lights of hotels and 
bungalows on both sides of the precipitous Clove, 
hanging right over each other like flaming windows 
in two sky-scrapers across a narrow street. That's 
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a sight worth crossing an ocean to see ; more beauti- 
f ul, yet as romantic and unreal as a scene in a theatre. 

AH the way home Tad enthused about the looks 
and frank friendliness of the girls; making a hun- 
dred conflicting plans to do things with them, with 
those at the Lodiurst and with the Pollocks. After 
a little supper, he bade me good-night in the upper 
hall, but presently came into my room in his pajamas 
and said in the impressive tone of a ** sure-tip " : 

" Unc, one of those Pollock girls is twenty-three 
and the other twenty-five, so you needn't be afraid of 
robbing any cradle there. *' 

"Thanks, Tad, but Pm afraid you have them 
hypnotized just at present." 

" Oh, no, Unc, nothing like that ! Why, Agnes — 
that's the oldest, the one you called the First Scream 
— ^was pumping me about you all the way up." 

"Pipe! I hope you didn't puff me up too 
strong? " 

" Oh, I'm wise! I just told some stories I heard 
from Mr. Merryweather and other ex-officers of the 
Seventeenth about the ructions you used to raise, 
and that girl in Lexington — ^what was her name? Oh, 
yes ^" 

" Shut up ! Don't you know enough not to men- 
tion a woman's name? " 

Tad looked injured. "Of course I do! And 
none of them even knew her real name, but they all 
called her * The Yellow House,' what you'd christened 
her, and said the whole thirty thousand troops round 
Lexington knew her by sight and by that name, be- 
cause it was the hottest " 

" Shut up and go to bed ! " 

" And besides that and some ranch stories the 
monteros told me, I warned her against you as a 
12 
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bad man ; only , you would probably be too busy with 
other girls up here to bother with her," 

I swatted him in sheer delight at the instinct 
he had inherited from me. 

"Why, Tad, Casanova, or Don Juan, or Ron- 
sard, couldn't have covered the Advance Agent job 
any better! Where did you get wise? " 

" Oh, from hearing you and Merryweather talk," 
he confessed ingenuously. 

"Well, get to bed, or I won't be able to sleep 
for thinking of that First Scream." 

He scurried, but I had just finished cleaning my 
teeth and put out the light when he came back and 
said quite gravely: 

"Uncle, don't think from all my hot air that 
I've forgotten what I'm here for. I'll cure that Ard- 
way girl of chasing you, if it queers me with every 
other skirt in the mountains ! " 



CHAPTER X 

TAD 

NEXT morning Tad-Gallo and I-Medea had 
one glorious three-hour ride, Vay past Mar- 
jorie's and round in a wide circle to show 
him the quarry. There the water had nearly evapor- 
ated, and jagged peaks of rock pierced the nauseous 
green slime, making Juggernaut's leap seem utterly 
monstrous and incredible. For half a mile after we 
left it, Tad was grave and silent, but the ozone of 
the mountain morning was in our blood, and soon we 
were laughing, racing, joking, and jumping our 
horses again like two school-boys ; and when I pointed 
out the Ardway house from a safe cover, I must 
admit Tad swaggered a little. 

" So that's Castle Ardway, is it, which has har- 
ried us Wordens all summer? Well, cheer up, Unc, 
I promise you the Worden blazon shall fly from their 
gate-tower within a week, and the Shrew be tame 
enough to eat out of our hands ! " 

" Good Nephew, put it all over them ! " 
" You bet I will. I just liked her picture enough 
to do it. Fm going to have one like it." 

** You shall have that one if you make good." 
From his shower, Tad came down in immaculate 
white flannels, and looked some boy, I can tell you. 
The family likeness was never more marked. I was 
in such spirits at the vista of freedom before me 
that I feared I should never be able to concentrate 
on my work, but the Muse must like spirits, for she 
flitted round and whispered things till my fingers got 

cramped from writing them down, and 
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"Ding, dang, dong, dang, ding!" chimed No- 
body's Grandfather's Clock for nine-thirty. 

I made Tad shift to the east divan and lie well 
back out of sight. There are book-shelves round 
three sides of each divan, nearly four feet high, and 
at the ends toward the middle of the room other 
shelves rising from the floor back against them, ex^ 
tending round to the nine-foot-wide south window, 
divided into three casements, and joining under it. 
I wanted Tad to see Diana's catapult, fancying it 
would get them acquainted quicker. But when I 
tried to improve the time till then, I found the Muse 
had vanished in a huff, and only by swinging pick 
and pushing shovel did I sweat out half a dozen lines. 

" Ding, dang, dong, dang, ding ! " chimed the 
three-quarters. 

Like an echo came the silver notes of the most 
beautiful yodle I ever heard through the west window. 
It was Diana, and she had built it up on our La Finca 
cattle-cry to surprise me. It died away, the door 
to the hall flew open, a streak of white cut the air 
and was swallowed by the west divan, and a smoth- 
ered voice besought : 

« Pull me out ! " 

I gripped Nephew by the arm and hauled him to- 
ward the stricken field, having coached him what play 
to use. My step drowned that of his rubber soles, 
and we arrived unchallenged; but at sight of the 
strickenness of the field. Tad's face reddened and he 
hung back. I gave him a shake and push and got out 
of danger. I heard his teeth grit, he. rested one knee 
on the edge of the divan, marked his man, or rather 
woman, shut his eyes, tackled her round the waist, 
and with one swing landed her on her feet facing him, 
he standing with his back to the late field. I am 
quite sure that at his first touch Diana knew it was 
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not I ; for a sharp exclamation was smothered before 
she left the cushions, and, instead of landing on her 
feet back to him, as she started, she twisted round in 
the air to face him with a murderous glare in her 
eyes, and as her feet touched the floor hit him a sting- 
ing box on the ear and fairly hissed: 

" How dare you touch me ! " 

Tad nearly sank backwards with shame at what 
he'd done, but she turned the glare from him to me, 
and took two quick steps toward me. I was turning 
to dodge behind the table, when she stopped, scruti- 
nized me intently with some big idea forming in her 
mind, and turned back to Tad, metamorphosed into 
the sweetest, gentlest, cuddliest girl ever seen, with 
admiration and hero-worship beaming from her 
fawn's-eyes, and her voice quavers of virgin modesty 
and perturbation. 

" Oh, Mr. Worden, please forgive me ! I didn't 
recognize you. You see, I — I saw you play against 
Yale ! " and with the last clause the maiden hands 
clasped themselves in adoration and the girlish heart 
overflowed. 

With wondering gray eyes fixed on this trans- 
mogrification. Tad slowly straightened up ; slowly his 
chest expanded, slowly the blush of shame died out 
and was succeeded by the complacent and, I must 
admit, slightly fatuous expression of the Conquering 
Male. 

" Ah — eh — ^please don't mention it — eh — Miss 
Ardway. You see Unc — ^I mean, my Uncle made me 
do it, and I had no idea you'd be so offended." 

** I knew as soon as I saw him grinning there that 
it was one of his stupid jokes; and while I supposed 
you were a stranger, don't you think I was right 
to be provoked? " — ^beseechingly. 

Hotly : " Certainly I do ; of course you were ! " 
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"But I was terribly sorry and ashamed of my 
rudeness and anger as soon as I recognized you.** 

Caspital I never knew she had such a tone in her 
voice as that " you " floated in. 

** Please don't mention it, and excuse my rude- 
ness in — eh — ^helping you up.*' 

" Oh, but you did it so gently and so deftly that 
I'm afraid you must have had lots of practice," with 
one little accusing finger raised. 

Really, Tad reminded me of a turkey-cock as he 
puffed out his chest and beamed complacently! 

" Oh, not at all, not at all, I assure you ! Why, 
I hardly knew how to tackle — that is, take hold of 
you." 

" You did it just right, and I'd trust you to lift 
me anywhere! " 

Why, it was a shameless invitation for him to lug 
her round like a lap-dog ! 

" I'd love to help you whenever you need me. 
There must be lots of rough climbing round here." 

" Oh, perfectly splendid ! But I've had no one 
to go with me." 

" I'd love to climb all day long." 

"How perfectly jolly! Now I can do all the 
dangerous places." 

" Well, you know I wouldn't let you go anywhere 
where I thought it was really dangerous." 

Positively, he was assuming a proprietary respon- 
sibility over her! 

" But I'd be safe with you anywhere, you're so 
gentle and so strong " — ^with another mushy look! 

I spoke sharply : " Now, Diana, I forbid your 
risking my only nephew's neck on your crazy scram- 
bles. Nobody who isn't half kelpie as you are can 
get through the places you can." 

They turned and stared at me in surprise, as if 
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I'd just dropped from heaven or shot up through the 
floor. Actually, they had forgotten my existence! 

" Oh, that will be all right. Uncle. I'm not likely 
to let her try anything too risky.'* 

She fixed her eyes on his again with a calf look 
I never supposed them capable of, and answered in 
a tone of sweet submission : 

" 1*11 promise to go only where you'll let me.'* 

" Oh, very well ! " and, turning to my work, I 
stamped out a perfectly good speech with my blue 
pencil. Then I had a divil of a job rubbing the 
whole thing out and writing it in again. Mushy sub- 
mission in the Copper Cataclysm to a man's perfectly 
unwarranted assumption of proprietorship over her! 
Would the skies fall? After a futile effort to con- 
centrate my astounded thoughts on my work, I said 
as gently as I could to the two burrs on the divan: 

" Excuse me for reminding you of your tennis 
engagement; but I can't have Agnes Pollock kept 
waiting; also, the Muse is woeful shy of three 
people." 

Tad sprang up. " Oh, excuse us for interrupting 
your work. Uncle! Are you ready to start. Miss 
Ardway? " 

** I was just waiting for you. Juggernaut is at 
the gate." 

"What, really? Old Juggernaut himself? Why, 
I'd know him in the dark from all the pictures the 
papers had of him ; " and they hurried out. 

*' Don't you think you'd know me in the dark? " 
she sighed from the hall. 

I gave Tad one good mark because he hesitated. 
" Oh, of course ; I'd know you any place." 

I heard the lower half of the front door close, 
then Duke's joyous greeting to them, last a cheer 
from Nephew as Juggeniaut ip all his majesty burst 
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on his view. Then, without knowing how I got 
there, I found my head sticking out one of the open 
casements of the west window, and, screened by the 
vines beside it, I saw Tad help her in as if she were 
Dresden china, and keep hold of her arm some time 
after she was safely seated behind the wheel, while 
her eyes gazed into his with a googoo calf-love 
which nearly turned my stomach. I jerked my head 
in, feeling disgusted and rather ridiculous. Was that 
silly little fool who had fallen in love at first sight 
with a Freshman foot-ball hero, before she knew any- 
thing of his character or a tenth how nice a boy he 
really was — was she the half -supernatural Copper 
Cataclysm who had hunted me like a rabbit and 
nearly subjugated me? Oh, fiends! And I strode 
through the room in self-scorning disgust. But 
gradually content was borne in on me ; for as I passed 
the hearth-rug, the two divans, and other spots from 
which Diana's personality generally stuck out and 
gripped my thoughts and started the picture-film at 
some of our dramatic scenes and held my fancy cap- 
tive, now they called up nothing and started no 
picture-film. It was only missing what was usual 
and habitual that made me think of them at all. 

I drew deep breaths of relief: a weight had fallen 
from my chest. The library was itself again; some 
shadowing vapor which had floated through it for 
weeks had vanished, leaving it handsomer, more in- 
spiring, than ever; like the face of a friend freed 
from a strip of plaster, it beamed at me again. Once 
more I looked out the west window, at peace with all 
the world. No sight nor sound to jar one's thoughts 
or break one's reverie; just beautiful, drowsy, mid- 
summer nature, with the bees humming in my honey- 
suckle and red and yellow ramblers. In a burst of 
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affection, I patted the cement wall and used a word 
of my childhood: 

« My good old hut ! " 

Some of the vines are nearly up to the tops of 
the windows already, and Yuan-kai will soon begin to 
train them across. About every ten feet all round 
the house we have planted Japanese Ivy, and It will 
soon reach the second floor windows. We count on 
its covering the whole upper floor and gables of the 
bungalow, it clings to the cement so well ; but we shall 
keep it pruned down to its main stems for as far up 
as the honeysuckle and ramblers can reach, and let 
them swathe the ground floor and frame its win- 
dows. Yes, It's a pretty good hut — as good as I 
want. 

When I was a kid my favorite pastime was build- 
ing huts and stocking them with food, largely imag- 
inary, and weapons, idealized from slung-shots and 
bows and arrows ; and defending them with a chosen 
band of neighboring heroes against a worldful of 
blood-thirsty savages. I have often thanked Heaven 
that there were many girls in the gang, even as far 
back as the First Hut, and that their little-suspected 
civilizing and romanticizing influence was always with 
us, and kept leavening the brute out of us as it grew, 
and sowing what I am proudest of now. And of 
course we did even more for them, and made them the 
flne women most of them have turned out. But it 
must be admitted that during the first years they 
were intrusted only with subsidiary roles, such as 
savages to be slaughtered, captives to be tortured, 
lookouts posted while we descended on fruit-trees or 
melon-patches. 

Gradually the common activities shared and 
perils, though largely imaginary, braved, bred a 
spirit of comradeship and loyalty, and from anarchy 
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emerged society, with the Hut as a nucleus. With 
society came its responsibilities — discipline and pun- 
ishment. One afternoon a boy about seven years old, 
whose family had recently moved to our village and 
who had only been admitted to the gang on probation, 
appeared in a white duck, Sunday sailor-suit, to play! 
To play! That was the first obsession of Class upon 
our Mass : a clean, white duck, Simday sailor-suit to 
play in on a week-day ! And forthwith an outraged 
Society met in solemn council, in the Hut ; all girls 
being excluded, as they should be when men are 
making history. But they followed the culprit, 
guarded by every male capable of bearing arms, to 
the wood-shed, behind the bam, and perched on the 
pile of cordwood outside, with hearts palpitating 
like those of Vestal Virgins before a butchery in the 
arena. 

A wait, while two boys departed to the garden on 
some mysterious errand. Craning of necks and awed, 
whispered questions as they returned, their straw hats 
full of something red. Could it be live coals? Oh, 
delicious horror! Howling with terror, the criminal 
was thrown down on the chip-covered floor, and his 
white duck knee-pants and sailor blouse filled, stuffed, 
with ripe, raw tomatoes. The Avengers of Society 
then armed themselves with shingles and narrow 
pieces of board, and at the given word a hail of 
swats fell upon that bulging duck suit! Then he 
was allowed to flee, shrieking and leaving a trail of 
tomato gore right up to his mother's knee. After 
that, no mother in our village ever put any boy's 
Sunday suit on him on a week-day, unless it was the 
day of the Sunday-school picnic, or when she had 
bought him a new Sunday suit ; and in the latter case 
the matter was elaborately explained beforehand. So 
women can learn from one clear-cut example. 
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But side by side with a widening circle of adven- 
ture and the organization of society, went on our 
romantic growth, and, sad to tell, it wasn't over 
two or three years before we'd somehow killed off all 
Cooper's Indians, Defoe's and all other inferior 
brands of savages; even Scott's Saracens and that 
older, darker cloud of Barbarians along the Roman 
Frontier, I guess it was my first Flobert rifle, in 
which the bullets used to jam and have to be melted 
out by the village blacksmith, which wiped those 
teeming millions of enemies from our path. What 
show would all the Barbarians from the Rhine round 
to the Euphrates have against a Gang with a Flobert 
Rifle? It was self-evident: they just had to go. 
The Roman Legions would have fared no better, 
except that we were always on their side, from a 
personal regard for Caesar. As for the Saracens, 
they had only pirnk chain-armor, and any likely 
knight ought to kill a thousand between two meals ! 
Then, hadn't Robinson Crusoe cleaned up the whole 
Pacific of savages with just muzzle-loading muskets? 
And ours was a Breech-Loading Flobert Rifle, The 
swords of the legions and the knights had become 
pruning-hooks, and the world was swept clean of 
danger and adventure; could anybody ever bring it 
back again? 

The answer came : Dumas ! He led us into a new 
world — a world where the Flobert Rifle, which had 
wiped out the old world, stood in the comer rusty and 
forgotten. No soul was ever born base enough to 
point a Flobert Rifle at such splendid enemies as the 
Cardinal's Guards, the Comte de Rochefort, Bussy 
d'Amhoisey the Due de Guise^ and a hundred more; 
and if we sometimes yearned to take a pot-shot at the 
DtLc d^Anjou^ MontsereaUy M or daunt y FerTiand, or 
DanglarSy we recognized immediately a surviving 
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brutal impulse from our massacres of savages and 
Saracens, which had no place in the higher world 
of Dumas. For he taught us " to play the game ": 
to give the enemy his choice of weapons, power, 
wealth, even of horses; and then, with equal or in- 
ferior weapons, to go in and beat him by wit and 
nerve. That is, he grafted romance on our Saxon- 
American instinct of fair play, and straightway it 
grew and throve and twined its tendrils round hosts 
of things we never had connected it with before; 
and, looking backward, I see he did the same with 
many of our fundamental instincts, till I conclude 
that Dumas's Mighty Mantle was Applied Romance, 
and that to whomever is able to feel it and grasp it 
he passes on a giant force. 

So Applied Romance surged through us and 
boiled within us, urging us to higher ambitions and 
rarer adventures; fostering the growth of individ"- 
ualism at the expense of the Gang, and presaging 
rapid changes. One of its manifestations was a 
glorious renaissance in hut-architecture. Actually, 
this one had a board floor instead of earth! Then, 
it was painted! Sure enough oil-paint, blue inside 
and brown out, and it had a real, rain-proof roof. 
Oh, this hut was built to outlast the Robber Castles 
on the Rhine! So, for the first time, books were 
kept and read there ; and presently the things we read 
and discussed and the adventures and inventions we 
planned there made atmosphere, though we didn't 
know it by that name; and even if you went there 
alone, it was never lonesome, because Chicot j Goron- 
-floty D^ArtagnaUy and Porthos all knew the place as 
well as we did, and some of them were sure to stop 
in. With the renaissance, the condition of women 
improved greatly. Can you imagine Athos washing 
a girPs face with snow, even if she told tales? Or 
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'Aramis putting burs in her hair or chasing her with 
a toad or a snake? Or Monte Crist o keeping 
Madame Danglars^s beautiful team of horses if it 
made her cry? Impossible ! Oh, the world had moved 
since the bow-and-arrow-savage-Indian Age. Even 
the Flobert Rifle had been given to a nigger when the 
old hut was torn down ! 

Then for years no hut of my own, but comers 
preempted and idealized in other people's ! Till one 
spring came head-lines and extras, feverish excitement 
and preparation at the armory, then — orders! Ro- 
mance had come true, we were off for the war! So 
for a glorious year my tent was my hut, and though 
it always faced a canvas street inhabited by one hun- 
dred and twenty Devil- Apes, whom I was responsible 
to keep clean, sober, and drilled, yet I accumulated 
enough picture-films to fresco an ordinary life. 

I used to watch the night snuff out the blazing 
tropic day like a candle, and the North Star shine 
out, hanging just half as high as it does here, and 
looking — oh, so far away! But under it was the 
kingdom where I'd build the best hut of all some 
day. . • . And this bungalow is the dream hut 
come true! 

Trrrrrr! — ^Yuan-kai's knock. 

"Come!" 

"Five o'clock, Senor;" and placed a pitcher of 
milk and an almond tart on the table. 

" What, five o'clock ! " 

" Yes, Seiior ; too much work." 

" Too many dreams ! " I muttered, and fell to 
upon the tart. I had no recollection of breakfast 
or work or anything since Tad and Diana went out ; 
but, turning to my desk, I saw four closely written 
pages in the blank-book, about eight hundred and 
fifty words, on from the last little blue-pencil anchor 
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with which I mark each day's progress. I read a few 
speeches, and they seemed first rate, but quite strange 
to me; so I marked a blue anchor opposite the last 
line, put away my work, and strolled out to the brook 
path. Coming back in time to receive Marjorie and 
her party, I heard Tad had come in to dress and 
gone to dine at the Ardways'. That boy has the 
enterprise of his Uncle ! 

I was just falling asleep when I heard the front- 
door open and close, and Tad speak to Duke on his 
blanket in the hall. He came right into my room 
and switched on the light, bursting to tell the day's 
happenings. As he tramped up and down, I noted 
how well he looked in his evening-clothes ; the family 
likeness was quite marked. 

"Uncle, I never had such a ripping day in my 
life ! She has everythiag faded I ever saw, for looks, 
style, nerve, and sense, and a cat or a flea hasn't 
anything on her in the way of spryness. Why, I 
never saw anything like the way she covered that 
court and jumped three feet in the air to smash balls 
I could hardly have reached." 

" Did you smear the Screams ? 

" What, the Pollocks ? Why, after three games 
I had to take Clara against Miss Ardway and Agnes. 
Then it was some fight." 

" Wasn't Agnes jealous? " 

" Oh, nothing like that, Unc ! And, any way, 
they were both too busy kowtowing to the Ardway 

girl." 

" Principally Clara, I guess ; but did that please 

Diana? " 

"No, it didn't; it just made her wild, and she 
ripped them up the back with the most sarcastic 
speeches you ever heard — ^but they hadn't sense 
enough to see half of 'em." 
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" So she found her wits again when she got out 
in the open? '' 

"How do you mean? Didn't she always have 
them?" 

" Why, she had such an attack of love at first 
sight this morning, that I thought them gone for- 
ever.'' 

I'll bet Tad blushed, if there had been light 
enough to see it; but he answered gallantly: 

" Oh, nothing like that, Unc ! We're only going 
to be good pals, and cut out all sentimental non- 



sense." 
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" Whose idea was that? " 

" Oh, I don't know; we just agreed to it." 

" Then, you discussed the gentle passion ? 

"Goodness, no! Only, she said — oh, I don't 
know — something about my being big and strong and 
wholesome and just made for a friend." 

" And you agreed to it? '* 

" Of course I did." 

" Pimk ! I wouldn't dare write a mush-mush love- 
story that didn't begin that way. So I guess every- 
thing will end happily in the last chapter." 

" Oh, no indeed, Unc ! WeVe solemnly agreed 
to be just friends." 

" Hum — ^hum ! " and a vagrant suspicion flashed 
through my mind and was gone ; a curious suspicion, 
sugared on one side and vinegared on the other. 

"Well, Tad, I'll give you a straight tip that 
she was so unlike herself in here — so near a maudlin 
idiot — that I know it was a case of love at first sight. 
And if you can't cinch her after the start you got 
to-day, you're nothing but a stuffed Guy Fawkes 
with a plum-duff for a head, and your only Uncle 
will disown you." 

" Oh, Uncle, nothing like — 
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" Dry up and go to bed ! '' 

A howling rain greeted us next momlng, so we 
took an extra hour's sleep. When the weather showed 
no improvement then, Tti^d was in despair, and, except 
while he was eating, he couldn't keep still a minute. 

*' Uncle, how — how early do you think I could 
call her up? " 

*'Why, about two hours ago. She sleeps with 
the 'phone on her chest, and has often beaten Yuan- 
kai to my sleep before five." 

" Oh ! '' 

He was able to sit still quite fifteen minutes at the 
'phone, and when he emerged I thought the sun had 
mirst through the clouds ! 

" She says to ride over before nine^-thirtt/ for 
lunch." 

I haw-hawed. " Why shouldn't you ride over 
now for dinner and make it more comprehensive? " 

Tad took a volume of Gibbon from the shelf — 
he has quite a taste for history — and retired to the 
farthest corner. But I had just taken up the thread 
of my work and written the first line when he inter«- 
rupted : 

" Uncle." 

" What do you want? " 

" Would you let me ride Medea? She says she'll 
go for a ride if it lets up at all, and Gallo is so slow 
I couldn't help her if Bruja should misbehave." 

I hadn't time to waste on petrifying him with 
a glance. " You talk like a fool, and show you know 
nothing about horses! Don't you know Bruja can 
give Medea one hundred pounds and then run rings 
round her? Do you think I've brought her up full 
of peeves and vapors like a punk woman? I tell 
you that flyaway Kid is never safer than when she's 
on Bruja ; that mare's the only competent dry-nurse 
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she ever had. Besides, she's forgotten more about 
riding than you'll ever know ! " 

T. WoRDEN \HaughtiLy\ I shall ride Gallo. 
[Exit F. R. closing door. P. Woeden becomes 
absorbed in work.] 

At noon the 'phone, with a piercing female voice 
asking for me. After a while she consented to iden- 
tify herself as Miss Pollock. 

" Is it the First Scream or the Second Scream? " 

" Scream, Mr. Worden? " 

"Yes, is it Agnes's scream or Clara's scream?'* 

" Really, Mr. Worden ! " 

" I hope it's Agnes's." 

" Yes, this is Miss Agnes Pollock." 

" Good ! I picked you at the go-off." 

" I beg your pardon? " 

" I mean, it was a case of first sight, like Tad and 
Diana, when I saw you on the car platform." 

"Oh, really?" 

" I'm sure I can convince you." 

" What did you pick me for? " 

" Myself and* the stage, both." 

" But this is so " 

** Certain, not sudden ; I have the scout's eye, 
the flair. When can I begin convincing you? " 

" Why, it's about that I called you up — oh, no, 
I don't mean that ! I mean, are you and your nephew 
coming to dine to-morrow evening? " 

"We certainly are, thank you; but this is the 
first I've heard of it." 

" But we told Tad about it at the Club yesterday, 
and gave him a note from Mother for you." 

" He's got it yet, but we'll come. What time? " 

"At seven." 
13 
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It stopped raining at one o'clock, and in a tew 
minutes the last shreds of doud had been hurled over 
the precipice into the Hudson VaDey by the brisk 
west wind. With it came a snap and tingle into the 
air that pried you out of doors and boosted you 
up the steepest trail you oould find. I felt lonesome 
too, and 'phoned my best girl at Laurel House, just 
the nearest thing to a pure gold blonde ever made. 
By the next down-train she and her girl chum igod 
chum's " steady," who was spending his vacation 
with her, arrived, and we tramped all over the back 
roads, half way to the quarry, which are generally 
smothered in dust, but to-day were hard-packed and 
springy. Then we had a jolly dinner of four at the 
bungalow ; and if the other man grew a little exuber- 
ant over the good cheer, why, his steady was there 
to get the benefit. Besides, the most interesting 
trophies and curiosities I possess are carefully scat- 
tered through every room in the house; so it would 
take Mrs. Grundy herself over an hour to see them! 
I was packing my guests into a two-seated buckboard 
with a driver, when the Ardway runabout deposited 
Tad. He hadn't even been home to dress, and while 
an outsider might think he had neglected his Uncle 
somewhat, the Uncle didn't, but considered it due 
diligence about the matter to hand. That Diana 
could stand a normal, wholesome Freshman thirteen 
hours on end per diem, was pretty good evidence that 
her matinee idolatry and other aberrations had been 
swept away forever, and that she had come into her 
natural and healthful, rosy-dawn kingdom of girl- 
hood. 

I told Tad of our dinner, and he instantly ac- 
quiesced, with proper contrition for the forgotten 
note; yet a shadow crept over his opal-glow at the 
thought of not dining opposite her ! The full candle- 
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power refulgence soon came back as he strode round 
my room with a triumphantly reminiscent expression 
quite characteristic of the Wordens, which brou^t 
out the family likeness saliently. 

"Well, how goes the siege of Castle Ardway? '* 

" Fine, Uncle, fine ! Diana read favorite bits of 
history to me all morning; they have quite a nice 
library there. Then we'd discuss each one, and it's 
wonderful how she gets right in sympathy with the 
people in every period, sees them so alive and real 
that she makes you see them walking round the room 
or passing by the house.'' 

" I have often observed glints of dramatic instinct 
in her." 

^^ I should say so ! She makes them plainer and 
more interesting than any play, and shows they had 
to do what they did. Why, the whole morning didn't 
seem longer than one * time out ' in a foot-ball game." 

" I should think not ! And, furthermore, I should 
say that when a girl spends a whole morning riding 
a man's hobby with him and works that hard to make 
it prance and caracole, she must have a little gilt 
arrow sticking in her somewhere, if you could only 
see it." 

The simset tint of triumph deepened. " Oh, 
Uncle ! " 

" Then, I observe you call her Diana." 

Tad started. " How did you know? " There is 
a special joy when just a sighting shot hits the bull's- 
eye. " But you do yourself," he continued. 

" But I've been almost a father to her." 

" Well, I'm a brother to her." 

" I've seen brothers good to their sisters, but 
they don't flash any opal-glow of triumph roimd 
about them." 
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" Opal-glow? I don't understand.'* 

I started, for I hadn't meant to say that out 
loud ; and I had lived so long under the tyranny of 
Diana's telepathy, that I feared for an instant Tad 
had read my thought. 

"Merely a poetical allusion. How's Aunt 
Emeline? " 

" Very well, thanks." I was so paralyzed at the 
nerve of that " Thanks " that I brushed quite a while 
with my tooth-brush without any paste on it. Yet 
Tad went right on : " She talked about you all 
through lunch and dinner." 

I squeezed on a fat white worm of paste and went 
over the same ground again. " I hope you impressed 
my good points on her.? " 

" I didn't have to, she's got an awful strong 
hunch for you ; but every time she thinks of you she 
scolds Diana." 

" She deserves it for openly defying Aunt Eme- 
line and not going away and closing the house. 
Why, she boasted that she had rolled us both out 
flat!" 

" But why should she go away, just at the be- 
ginning of the siunmer? " 

" Because she wouldn't let me alone and stay 
away from the bungalow." 

" Do you know, it looks to me as if Uncle and 
Aunty both had nerves and imagined the whole 
thing? " 

I had just squeezed a fat worm of a celebrated 
cold-cream (which won't keep in the .tropics in spite 
of all they claim for it) on my forefinger, *nd 
pointed my sarcasm with it. 

" Oh, yes ; and the whole American Press and the 
New Haven Railroad wrecking crew all had nerves. 
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and that Valkyr didn't really jump Jaggemaut into 
the quarry and try to kill us both in a brain-storm of 
homicidal mania? Oh, no ! " 

" What ! She meant to kiU herself? " 

" Now, don't get nerves and begin imagining 
things ! And what difference did it make if she killed 
herself or not? It was her trying to kill me which 
created protest." 

" I don't believe it ! It was an accident, as the 
papers said! Why, Diana is the gentlest, sweetest 
girl, so easily led through her affections." 

" Well, you dunderhead, that was the whole 
trouble ! I couldn't lead her through her affections, 
because I was old enough to be her father, and they'd 
josh me for robbing a cradle." 

"But of course you couldn't lead her through 
her affections, because she hadn't any affection for 
you." 

I swallowed hard, and rubbed the cold-cream 
vigorously into my forehead and under and around 
my eyes. The glare and blister of the tropic sun 
start wrinkles at the age of twenty if you don't help 
the skin with a little grease, and also learn to go 
without your hat a few hours every day and accus- 
tom your eyes to adjusting themselves to the flood 
of light without squinting. The Cubans never take 
the trouble to do this, and before thirty their faces 
are puckered up like dried apples. After industrious 
rubbing and a few more hard swallows, I was able 
to say coolly: 

** That would account for it." 

** Why, the very fact that you and Aunt Emeline 
gave it up and tried to coerce her by threatening to 
close the house and take her away proves it." 

I swallowed hard again. " Yes; that proves it."^^ 

^' Of course it does, for while Diana is easily led 
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through her affections, she has too much spirit to be 
coerced " 

" Witness that swing on your left ear ! '' 

" That was really meant for you, as a protest 
against your dictation. She told me so.'* 

" Oh ! Well, I'm wise at the end, and you shall 
stay here just to short-circuit all protests aimed at 
me for the future." 

Tad walked out of the room with dignity. 

Next morning proved a veritable mountain mas- 
terpiece, and we could have been in the saddle at five- 
thirty if Tad had not dawdled over dressing and 
eaten such a tremendous breakfast that Yuan-kai 
almost beamed. Nobody's Grandfather's Clock 
chimed six as we at last got to horse. At the gate- 
way I checked Medea, who was in such spirits that 
she rarely had more than one foot on the ground at a 
time; and Gallo of course stopped beside her. 

" Now, you have wasted half an hour of my day 
by not telling me you had a date to ride with Diana, 
and letting me go on alone and improve my mind. 
I told you you were detailed for special duty this 
visit, and that call-of-the-blood and politeness and 
everything else were to be sacrificed to it. So why 
this bluff that you were riding with me? '' 

I never saw Tad so rattled before ; indeed, it was 
good testimony to his straightforwardness to be so 
fussed up over such a trifle. 

" Why, I did ask her to ride, Uncle, and she is 
to start from her bouse a little before six and head 
straight for the depot." 

" You degenerate Lochinvar ! To wait for the 
maiden to call for you and let her ride all that dis- 
tance alone." 

" I wanted to call for her, of course, but she said 
she wanted to see Medea." 
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Once again a vague suspicion flashed through mj 
mind — a suspicion well soaked in vinegar and with no 
visible sugar. 

"Wanted to see Medea! What does she care 
about Medea, since she stung me with her and got 
the queen of all horses in her place? Why, she loves 
one of Bruja's hairs better than Medea's whole body ; 
just because she knows I long to get her back again. 
She's buncoed you, son ! " 

Tad stiffened up. " You should not apply such a 
word to Diana. You know she is incapable of slight- 
est deceit; and that if she said she wanted to see 
Medea, she does, and you can't go back of her word." 

I scoffed. " Oh, you can't? Well, let me tell you 
there's a whole glittering cosmos back of her word, 
and just a grass-plot in front of it; though I sup- 
posed she was too sunk in a rosy-cloud love-dream 
to work any of her deviosities on you ; " and I hit 
up the pace to pass the depot in time. 

Tad looked injured. " No sane person could 
associate the word * devious ' with Diana." 

" Hooray, Nephew ! Of course they couldn't ! 
So that proves me nutty enough to be a genius. But 
as she knows you ride Gallo, how would meeting you 
at the depot show her Medea? " 

** We knew that you wouldn't go near her, so 
her only chance was to He in ambush near the Chip- 
munk depot and see Medea as I led you past. Then, 
I'm to go back and join her." 

Once again a sharp twinge of suspicion shot 
through my mind, but there was no way of proving it. 

" What, forsworn Worden ! Are you deliberately 
leading into an ambush the Uncle you are here to 
guard?" 

Nephew looked rattled again. " Oh, I'll guard 
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you safely through the ambush. Uncle; the enemy 
shan't get a smell of you/' 

" I should hope you would." 

I called Duke to heel and said, ^^Bruja, Duke, 
Bruja, watch her! Bruja, Grallo, Bruja!*' and with 
everybody on the look-out we approached the Stenog 
& Saleslady depot. 

Deserted! Down the steep short street to the 
Chipmunk & Cottontail depot. Deserted ! Tad was 
terribly disappointed, and as we crossed the ravine 
bridge, said: 

" If you don't mind. Uncle, I'll turn off for 
Onteora." 

Before I could answer, the crash of hoofs, real 
earthly hoofs, sounded behind us, and we whirled 
round to see Diana gallop out of the waiting room 
of the Chipmunk depot and give chase. We were 
only half-way across the bridge, with its more than 
doubtful planking, but I hiunped the spurs into 
Medea and yelled to Tad: 

"Save me! Block her off! Don't let her near 
me, or I'll never forgive you ! '* 

Medea was trained to the quick get-away and 
hard runs now, and did her darnedest, while I looked 
back in terror. Tad made a strong play to block 
Bruja off at the risk of knocking both horses down, 
but the Chestnut just bunched her feet and swerved 
out past him, leaving him planted there. I knew she 
had the legs of Medea, and decided it was better to 
face the Cataclysm with Tad to back me up than 
alone out in the wilds ; so I yelled, " Whoa! " and lay 
far back. 

The Black sat down and plowed up the road with 
her fore-feet in true cow-pony style. Close beside me, 
Bruja did the same, and the Cataclysm and I glared 
at eax;h other. For a moment she looked quite her 
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old self, without a trace of love-mush in her fierce 
.gray eyes. Then Tad charged in between us and said 
firmly: 

" Diana, Uncle is under my safe-conduct, and I 
must remind you that you promised not to annoy him 
in any way. We'll ride on and leave him, if you 
please." 

She flashed that familiar malignant glare at him, 
but as her eyes met his, the love-doud enveloped her 
again, and her glance dripped honey. So I rode 
on and called Duke. As I rode, my spirits rose higher 
and higher, till I burst into song; all to think how 
courageously Tad had faced and daunted her and 
changed that murderous look to love-mush in an in- 
stant. Why, it wfiis incredible ! Really he had seemed 
quite heroic on grand old Gallo, whose powerful neck 
arches in a perfect quadrant, like the bronze horses 
of St. Mark's. The family likeness was never more 
marked ! Once home, I put in such a fine day's work 
that I might have stood with one arm round the Muse, 
writing it down with the other! Tad showed up in 
good season to dress, the opal-glow in his face paling 
the sunset, and confided that Diana had promised 
him a photograph like the one in the table-drawer, 
and had 'phoned to town for a frame. Then he 
demolished a quart of milk and three pounds of cold 
fowl and ham — ^to make his appetite look respectable 
at the Pollocks' he explained. Certainly that boy 
was an advertisement for our mountain air! Marty 
drove us up in his buckboard, but we agreed to walk 
back, as there was a sweet young thing of a moon 
to cheer us. 

The Pollock cottage stood on the lowest tier in 
Twilight Park, far out to the east, the last usable 
spot, for below them the ground fell away so sheer 
into Catskill Clove that their rear veranda gave the 
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sensation of standing in a balloon's car. Agnes wore 
an intimately hanging green gown, quite as low as 
any of Marjorie's, and seemed determined to forget 
Tad's existence, which pleased Clara i)erfectly well; 
and Step-Ma pleased herself with a society artist 
who has a bungalow and may be met every day stalk- 
ing along the easy trails of the Park in complete 
Deerslayer's costume of buckskin, even to the fringe, 
accompanied by a huge dog whose breed I have never 
been able to determine, but whom Duke insults on 
every occasion to no purpose. The dinner made me 
yearn for Yuan-kai's, but the women were well- 
dressed and good-looking, and there was some gin- 
gery repartee between Step-Ma and the Screams. 
After coffee and liqueurs, Agnes and I captured the 
darkest comer of the veranda to finish our cigarettes. 

" Why did you give me that jolly on the 'phone 
about the stage needing me? " 

I told her seriously that I saw in her all the 
physical requisites for success on the stage, and 
was bent on finding out whether she had the mental 
ones, such as ambition and industry, although I 
realized that it was nearly hopeless to expect them 
in her caste, or, rather, the caste she aimed to enter. 
That precipitated almost a finish fight, but when 
each had learned to respect the other's prowess, we 
tapered it down to intimate personal matters and 
parted very good friends ; she promising to give the 
seed I had planted of a stage-career as fair a chance 
to grow as it could have in that soil. But I had 
planted two seeds! 

As Tad and I parted at the Onteora turn-off next 
morning, I said: 

" Remember, Nephew, your week is half gone at 
noon to-day, and you must hoist the Worden blazon 
over Castle Ardway on time." 
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The opal-glow lit his face as he expanded his 
chest. ** Trust roe for that, Unc ! " and galloped off. 

" Kiltie's house, Duke, Kiltie's house, and take 
it easy! " I remcurked, while Medea and I proceeded 
to bum up the road. 

Marjorie has embroidered and embellished our 
Romeo — excuse me, she calls it our Juliet act — ^till 
it's a triumph of romanticism, but keeps me playing 
Mahomet's Coffin under her window-sill for quite 
ten minutes every time. I've even asked myself if she 
could have grasped the hoax I played on her so often 
about falling, and be paying me back by keeping me 
hanging between earth and heaven — aright in sight of 
the latter too ! But I don't think so — that would be 
a pretty bright idea for a woman. I was half 
through breakfast at twelve-forty-five, when Tad 
came in and sat down in his tennis flannels, the opal- 
glow displaced by a distinct shade of grouch. 

" There're some Boston old maids lunching at 
Diana's," he explained. 

**Well, no roan can coroplain at having to fall 
back on Yuan-kai's provender." 

** No, indeed ; I should say not. In fact, I'm very 
glad to." 

Yet he didn't do it full justice; perhaps his two 
dinners of the night before had crowded the mourners 
a little. 

" Are you free for this afternoon? " I asked. 

" Yes, but I'm going to dine there ; " and a 
transient glint of opal tinged his face. 

" Would you like to take the Red and the Brown 
from Loxhurst for a tramp and come back here for 
tea, or two of the girls from Laurel House, or 
what? " 

"Why, if you don't mind. Uncle, I think I'll 
just loaf round and read a little. I'm kind of talked 
out." 
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"You have been living at such a pressure, I 
should think you would want to come up to breathe. 
I feel like a little more serenity myself, and I'll 
just 'phone Father Mahoney to see if he will dine 
with me. He takes a very intelligent view of the 
drama, and I want his opinion on the play I'm on 
now." 

I typed till five, then a stroll which somehow 
landed me between Step-Ma, the tea-table, and both 
Screams. I got Agnes alone only long enough to 
tell her I'd planted two seeds in her, and to ask her 
to give them the best of care. She vehemently denied 
the second seed — so vehemently that the ground all 
round it received a fine cultivation. But when I 
explained that to her, and that I felt sure the next 
time I saw her in the dark I could hear it grow, I had 
to flee for my life. The Father and I had a fine 
dinner with a Red and a Blonde from sunny France, 
Clos de Vougot and Dry Monopole, then a glorious 
disagreement over my plot because there was m 
divorce in it, till ten o'clock ; when Duke and I walked 
home with him to get the last word over a whiskey 
and water at the Parsonage. ... It was the 
Irishman got it ! Tad was in bed when I got home, 
and just called out in voice far from gay: 

" Good nig:ht, Unc." 

Next morning he was distinctly glum, and did not 
touch the large dish of picadiUo [mince of meat and 
hard-boiled eggs] Yuan-kai had cooked expressly 
for him. To my surprise, he did not turn off at the 
Onteora road; indeed, when faithful old Grallo swung 
into it as a matter of course. Tad yanked him round 
quite roughly. Even Medea pricked up her ears in 
surprise as they rejoined us, which shows that asso- 
ciation was developing her dramatic observation ; but 
Bruja would have worked out a whole scene from it. 
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Duke noticed it, too, with distinct approbation, for 
it assured him there would be no long, lonesome jour- 
ney to Kiltie's house and back for him, vainly trying 
to keep up with the Black's light hoof-fall. She 
had grown very gentle and affectionate, and, just 
like a puss-puss, dolly-coddle woman, had placed all 
her little doubts and fears and hopes in the hands 
of the man she loved, for good and all ; and as long 
as she got food, exercise, and a little love, would go 
peacefully on in a rosy dope-dream of happiness. 
Only, the doUy-coddle woman has to be left a little 
freedom while the man is attending to serious matters, 
and she abuses it by cutting out her exercise and divid- 
ing herself among food, love, and clothes ; till she puts 
on weight and loses his love. Whereas, if the man 
could only put a groom up when he felt lazy, and 
say, " Give her fifteen miles," she might keep both 
her figure and his love all her life. So Medea's placid 
affection slopped over on everything around her — • 
Yuan-kai, Tad, Duke, Gallo, even two mooly cows 
in the field where I pastured her ; but of. that vixenish 
intelligence and passionate, jealous love of Bruja, 
she knew nothing, and no man could ever make her a 
companion. She was only good to ride ! Ay de mil 
it was a lonesome world without Querida mia, and 
it would be a red day when she came home! 

With youth, moimtain air, and a good horse 
under him. Tad's spirits had to revive, and we nearly 
went on larking right round the earth; till when we 
got home the horses knew they hadn't been on any 
fiesta, and poor Duke's tongue hung down almost 
in the dust, and I bet it felt good when I played 
the garden hose on him. Tad changed to has tennis 
flannels, and said Diana was coming in the motor. 

**Well, please waylay her outside, and don't let 
her in here." 
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" Trust me, Unc ! I'll break through and tackle 
her behind her own line for a five-yard loss ! ^ 

** Smear her good and hard. Tad ! " and I plunged 
into my work. 

I was just finishing the fourth and next to the 
last scene of Act II, where Maylan Thorpe, Olive's 
husband, puts through the deal he has been working 
on to consolidate some motor and aeroplane factories 
and sell them to a sjnidicate, represented by Gorman^ 
but gets so well shown up during the process that he 
hates him and Gerard as much as they despise him. 

A knock at the door jarred me back to earth from 
this sun-spot of passion. I cursed and tried to 
project myself back again, but another knock fin- 
ished it and my temper too. I strode down the room, 
unlocked and threw open the door. Diana stood 
there with a large, flat parcel under her arm, her 
eyes wide and timid. Tad stood a yiurd behind her, 
looking and evidently feeling like a fool. Certainly 
no one could have seen the faintest trace of family 
likeness ! 

"How dare you interrupt me at my work? Is 
there no end to your Ardway impudence? Does your 
congenital conceit need every man in the mountains 
dangling round after you? How dare you come 
grafting on my time again when I told you all your 
money couldn't pay for it? " 

Her eyes turned almost black from some terror I 
could not understand, for I knew her incapable of 
physical fear. So I turned on Tad, who had actually 
turned pale at my castigation of Diana. 

" And you, you big calf, you Freshman Scrub 
substitute! Couldn't you block off one small girl 
after all your boasts of what you'd do to her? When 
you left this room didn't you puff out your chest and 
say, * Trust me to smear her, Unc '? Do you think 
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a Worden was ever twisted round a woman's finger 
this way before? You'd better stick to playing foot- 
ball with men; you haven't nerve or self-control 
enough to tackle women ! " 

The terror went out of Diana's eyes like a candle, 
and she raised her free hand in expostulation. " Oh, 
please be fair! It's all my fault! I wanted to ask 
you to keep this photograph and see that when Tad 
goes it is packed in his trunk without having been 
opened." 

She held it out, and I seized it. " You little fool, 
I'm going to give him the one you gave me ! " and 
hurled it against the opposite cement wall with a 
crash of metal and broken glass, then slammed and 
locked the door. But as it blotted them out I saw 
a blacker terror come into Diana's eyes. 



CHAPTER XI 



MY OWN FETABD 



THE slam of that door echoed through the 
house with a booming note of finality and 
irrevocability. Tad's maudlin chivalry, which 
hadn't been able to stand up against Diana's will, 
had had a giant mustard-plaster swatted on it' 
at one spat, such a fiery one that it would make a 
marble Patience shin down off her monument and 
gouge holes in the passers-by! But what was that 
terror in her eyes, which had gone as I scathed 
Nephew, but had come flooding back as I hurled the 
picture? I could make nothing of it, and anything 
imaccounted for about Diana I had learned to fear. 
Yet it could only have been a flash of some discarded 
trouble, for certainly the new love absorbed her en- 
tirely and was admirably suited to her. Still, I was 
glad Tad had had a precious, priceless lesson in 
handling that fiery will of hers, from hearing what 
I had said to her. Dicmtre! Let me finish that scene 
before I cool off^! 

When I sat down to breakfast opposite his empty 
chair, I certainly knew Pd been working! Fee(fing 
out that current of high-voltage creative imagination 
for five hours had just pumped me out ; I was all in 
and couldn't have swum three hundred yards. Yuan- 
kai knows when I'm like that, and he envelops the 
silent deftness of his style — no other word can do 
his art justice — ^with a restful, soothing sympathy 
which smooths all the stretched and knotted nerves 
and makes me eat, and take a little nap, and ^* come 
back." But when the Muse won't come, and my char- 
208 
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acters are frozen manikins, and the dialogue would 
lower the average of a " Page for Women," and the 
plot has evaporated, and all the tickets read " Good 
for one continuous passeige to Scrapbasketvllle," and 
I'm perfectly discouraged, Yuan-kai knows thai? too. 
But no silent deftness nor soothing sympathy now! 
His powerful figure expands, towers, dilates; he 
strides through the room like a heavy cavalryman, 
and the floor-beams groan and the windows rattle, 
^ while such indomitable courage and energy radiate 
from him that you know yourself a quaking coward, 
unfit to have his shadow fall on you. 

I had a hunch that Tad would dine at home, but 
might have had stormy sailing all day and not arrive 
in any entertaining humor ; so I f orebore any guests, 
but 'phoned the Pollocks that I would like to pay my 
dinner-call about tea-time: I needed some human 
companionship. By the grace of the littlest god of 
all, I got the First Scream on the wire and made 
my plea. 

" Why, we were going to call on some people 
beyond Hunter, but Clara and Mother don't need 
me " 

" While I don't need Clara and Mother ! " 

'* How rude ! So I think Fm going to have a 
headache, and tea is much better for that than motor- 
ing ; and I'll make enough for you." 

" Agnes, I would sooner make love for you than 
be the happiest iridescent dancing mote in all the 
air!" 

" Oh, well, if you only want to make love for 



me " 



" For, at, to, in, under, over, around, and through 
and through ! " 

" Groodness ! What would be left of me? " 
14 
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" The best of you, and all wise. Nobody could 
palm any gold-brick love on you after that.'* 

I dare say I'd know all about green goods." 
Agnes, I can't be half as convincing over this 
wire as I know how, because I suspicion my rivals of 
having tapped it and keepin.^ a stenographer on it 
to steal my plots/' 

" What conceit ! " 

•* I wonder how many men caJl you Agnes, that 
you get used to it so quickly? " 

" At least, you shall never do so again ! " 

" Didn't you spit at me first about conceit? Now 
we're even up. But dress the part, my actoreen! 
Look well, but ill, in a fluffy frou-frou tea-gown." 

"I won't!" 

The last word! Now I felt sure of getting the 
tea-gown. 

Duke and I arrived in the dust of Step-Ma's 
departing motor, to find Agnes in the most gor- 
geously diaphanous tea-gown we ever beheld, moving 
in rhythms as she did, but by the interposition of 
Allah not always in the same direction ! I remember 
carrying an amendment of cocktails over tea, and 
making them, also comparing the Creation to the 
wind-whipped draperies of the Winged Victory in a 
purple apostrophe — ^but nothing more. In fact, a 
dark, vague something, which happened immediately 
prior to her bouncing up from the divan and giving 
a capital imitation of Boadicea and the young ladies 
scathing the Roman Soldiery, drove everything else 
out of my head — all except the dramatist's apprecia- 
tion of a real actress. But when I told her this as a 
sedative compliment, she got the poles of her mag- 
nets reversed and scathed back at a temperature of 
white hot iron. 
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"Acting! You think Vm not really mad? You 
think I'm only acting? " 

That brought me off the divan with a bounce, 
too! 

" I'll let you know that nobody says * Only act- 
ing ' to me, any more than they say * Only saving 
lives' to a coast-guard, or * Only saving souls ' to a 
priest. Nothing would be more monotonous than 
having your life or soul saved frequently, but good 
acting you could stand every night of your life and 
some matinees besides — ^just about half way in often- 
ness between food and love — ^and keep- your figure; 
and you'd find it was saving your life and soul both 
while you watched it. Deny it if you can ! " 

At cherry-red heat : " I do deny it ! I deny every- 
thing you say! How dare you think I'm not mad? 
How dare you think I'm only acting? I ought to 
have boxed your ears and ordered you out of the 
house ! " 

" It would have brought a well deserved scandal 
about my ears if you had ordered me out of the 
house first and then boxed them outside ! " 

" Oh, you are insupportable ! " 

** I am always supporting the weight of my 
responsibility to the drama, if you mean that. How 
many women do you suppose come to me every year 
and ask me to start them on the stage? And not to 
one in a hundred do I say, * The stage needs you ' ; 
yet I said it to you unasked." 

At a dull red heat : " Don't you suppose I knew 
you were jollying me? " 

" No man or woman can say that I ever jollied 
or flattered about anything which concerned the 
drama. You see, that's my ambition; that it's also 
my profession, and supports me— -just happens ; but 
it was my ambition before I ever wrote a play." 
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At a deep maroon : " But what makes you think 
I could act?'' 

** You have a good figure, with stylish, dashing 
carriage; large features, almost masculine, to show 
at a distance; looks, nerve, and you were bred a 
lady." 

At a black heat : ^^ I should think that was a 
handicap ? '' 

" Well, watch the next * society ' scene you see 
in a play, and see if you would do it the way they do.** 

" That's true ; the guests are always terribly 
funny." A flash up to dull red again : " But what 
has that to do with your thinking I was pretending 
to be mad when you kissed me? " 

" Because that's why I did it : to prove you could 
act. I didn't have time to write a play, so I com- 
posed one on the spot. Why else would I have been 
guilty of the brutal violence of slowly insinuating 
my arm between the cushions and your shoulders till 
my hand had an iron grip on the further one and 
you were practically helpless; then with horrid bru- 
tality drawing you close to me and saying * Whis- 
per ! ' to make you turn away your strong, pure face, 
which, in spite of your perfect helplessness, would 
have daunted me ; and finally, when you had turned it 
away in shame and sorrow, exposing that rose-leaf 
ear and the wonderful Promised Land around and 
below it, with the golden glory of your hair above, 
I nerved myself for the deed which might produce 
the Great American Actress, and kissed you ! " 

At a comfortable temperature for a steam radia- 
tor : " You kissed me four times ! " 

" True, true — ^too true ! My sense of guilt has 
dulled all other faculties, even memory. Where — 
where did I kiss you first? " 

" Right under my left ear." 
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Med culpdf Tnea adpal Why, the crime was 
as well begun as some honorable and worshipful em- 
prise! And where — where was the second? " 

** Right where my neck and shoulder join.'' 

** Horror ! Not at the base of the marble column 
of your throat? " 

" Yes, exactly ! '» 

" Alas ! Predestined and foredoomed that I am ! 
Yet even while sinning I expiated some of it. Think 
what gnawing heart-hunger, what sears of gridiron 
passion, I suffered on that long, long kissless pilgrim- 
age from your ear to the base of your neck! Oh, 
what an age in purgatory that was ! " 

" Nonsense ! It was about three seconds." 

*' Agnes, do you think time is measured by ticks 
of the clock, by the rotation of the seasons, even by 
the passing of races and their civilizations? No! 
Time is measured by the intensity of emotions. So 
those three seconds werq for me a thousand years in 
purgatory ; and yet " 

"Yet what?" 

" Yet the poet in me, which overlies tha drama- 
tist, must have soared among the stars while those 
four kisses lasted, and his flooding inspiration must 
have swept worlds out of solar systems and off the 
scroll of heaven! For having known those sec- 
onds he shall be immortal, and what matters it by 
comparison that the base earth-man who underlies 
the dramatist should expiate them in purgatory? 
Where — that is, what — did the third kisg desecrate ? " 

An angry gleam as she hunched up the tea-gown 
on her left shoulder. 

** Never mind where ! " 

*' Ah, that shows the very abandon and dementia 
of crime; the Satanic, sardonic master-spirit of it. 
* Never mind where ! ' And you helpless in the power 
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of such a soul as that! But where — ^where was the 
apotheosis of iniquity? " 

Another angry gleam as she hunched up the tea- 
gown on her right shoulder. 

" Never mind where ! '* 

" Foredoomed to moral dogs and vultures that I 
am! But won't you all dine with me to-morrow 
and bring Step-Ma's artist? '* 

" Why, I dpn't know " 

"Come, I know who's foreman on this ranch! 
Promise. They'll all be here in a minute." 

" Then, yes ; " and gave her hand on it. 

I held it and drew her gently toward me; but as 
she came she turned her back and shoulder to me. 
The tea-gown hung down in immaculate rigidity, and 
to make sure that she was alive and inside it, and 
that I hadn't dreamed the whole scene, I slipped my 
arm around it. It compressed as easily as moonlight 
or mist to a certain point, but there grew very firm 
and warm, and from, somewhere inside it a powerful 
pump sent a noiseless chug, chug, chug, against the 
mist walls. I stooped and whispered something in 
her ear, then kissed her under it. This was the right 
ear, and it might have been jealous of what the left 
got before. It's a serious handicap to have one of 
a woman's ears peeved at you, for it gathers up every 
lightest word spoken against you and sets them 
booming and echoing through her brain. Then I 
.wove other kisses into a fantastic gold-embroidered 
ribbon for an Order of Merit and stretched it up to 
hei* cheek and as far round as I could reach, and 
paused there in despair, when she began to turn her 
face slowly toward me, either to answer my whispei* 
or to protest anew. But I never knew what it was, 
for as her lips parted I hung the Jewel of the Order 
there, and sealed up the unspoken words in* a fairy 
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grotto built of imperishable rose-leaves; sealed it 
up as tight as the Grenie in his brass bottle. 

From the way people looked at me on the way 
home, Fm sure some of Tad's opal-glow tinted my 
face. When I got there, I found him mooning round 
the library with a crust of gray ashes over his face 
instead of opals, looking really ill. 

** Why, Tad, what's the matter? You look all in, 
as if you were going to have a fever or something; 
got a touch of la ccdenturaf " [Tropical malaria, 
jungle fever.] 

" No, Uncle; I'm all right.'' 

**Well, you don't look it. You look more like 
walking typhoid." 

I felt his hand, but it was moist, and he had no^ 
temperature, and I expected Yuan-kai's dinner would 
do a lot for him — he'd had only one of them so far. 
That it's Yuan-kai's is all I'd want to know about 
a dinner, if a litter of emperors were coming to the 
house! We sat down with no light but the sunset 
through the west window, transforming the library 
into Aladdin's banquet-hall. Without showing it, 
Yuan-kai was pleased when I said the Pollocks weue 
coming, but Tad grew nervous and seemed to want to 
say something he couldn't. As the dessert was 
served, he excused himself and strolled out. It 
recalled to my mind the condition of his departed 
pl&tes, hardly touched. 

** Yuan-kai, what ails my Nephew, that he cannot 
eat? He says it is not la calentura^ yet he must be 
very ill if he cannot eat your dinner." 

The crimson glow in the west had turned to silver, 
and the eastern end of the library was already dusky 
with Night, sliding down her own long shadow-lad- 
ders. Yuan-kai stood in the darkest angle, and as 
I watched him his figure loomed above me with the 
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unutterable repose of an eastern idol, its outlines wav- 
ing and blurring as if I watched it through a cloud 
of incense, while his eyes gleamed like dark jewels. 
Slowly, impressively, as would the statue, he raised 
his right arm from the folds of his Chinese blouse, 
slowly and remorselessly pressed his right hand above 
and slightly to the left of his stomach for a full 
minute, then slowly and majestically lowered it. A 
great light dawned in my brain, and in petrified 
amazement I sat staring at that portentous figure, 
till it was swallowed up by the omniiwrous darkness. 
Then I got unsteadily to my feet and shuffled out into 
the summer night. For I had received a terrible 
shock. A Worden had been conquered by a woman ! 
A Worden scalp hung at a female belt ! 

Oh, phenomenon of perversion! Oh, prodigy of 
sophistry! One of our conquering Worden race 
tamed by a woman ! Not even a woman ; just a punk 
girl, with the game-law still on her! It reminded 
me how vainly I had searched Tad's features during 
thftj visit for any trace of family likeness to my own. 
Ay de mi! My uncular pride, my whole pride of 
race, lay prostrate. In despair, my eyes rolled over 
the firmament and at last fixed themselves on the 
twinkling lights of Twilight Park across the Clove. 
Ah, which was Agnes's, and was she looking at mine? 
Divine, diaphanous First Scream ! And I picked up 
my pride of race from the wet grass. If I were only 

picking Ah! I strolled into Loxhurst, looking 

for Tad; I wanted to drive to Laurel House and 
dance, but not alone. 

I found Brown Eyes in great spirits ; for had not 
The Other Man been fascinated and acquired by her 
red-haired chum ! We four took a walk in honor of 
it, and then had a delicious snack-supper at the 
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bungalow. When I came back from seeing them 
home, Tad sat on the door-step. 

" Hello, Nephew ! I was looking for you to drive 
over and dance.'' 

In a heart-rending voice : " Oh, Uncle, I 
couldn't ! " 

I sat down beside him. " I'm sure you are going 
to be ill. If it isn't fever, you've over-exercised in 
this high altitude and strained your heart? " 

He started and peered at me. Old foxy Duke laid 
his head down on my foot ; he thought I wouldn't see 
it in the dark and biff him ! 

" It's worse than that, Uncle." 

" Nothing the matter with your lungs ? " 

" Worse than that ; it's Diana ! " 

" Oh, punk ; Diana ! Why, you had me scared 
for a minute. And what's the matter with Diana, 
pray? You're blocking her off finely, and I'm just 
peeling off that play, and discovering lots of tastes 
in common with the First Scream. By the way, the 
Pollocks are dining here to-morrow, and you are 
expected to appear." 

"Uncle, I can't! I can't stand it any longer; 
she won't marry me, and says she can never love me. 
I'm going home to-morrow," 

" What? •• 

" I know I'm quitting, and I'm terribly ashamed 
of it; but I feel it would kill me to stay where I'd 
see her or things would remind me of her. I didn't 
know anybody could be so miserable as I am ! " 

"Why, you're crazy! She loved you at first 
sight ; I never saw such an instantaneous change in a 
person as when she recognized you after boxing your 
ears," 

After a pause : " Uncle — — " 

"What?" 
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Another pause. " It was too instantaneous." 
" How do you mean? How could it be? " 
Another pause. " She was acting.'* 
I started and came down hard on the stone step. 
Acting ! That word had pursued me all day. Diana 
acting? She hadn't fallen into a girly-girly, puss- 
puss dope-dream of calf-love and hero-worship ? But 
she must love Tad; what earthly reason was there for 
her not loving him? Why should she feign to till 
she had won his heart, and then drive him away? 
The crash of hoofs soimded right before my eyes in 
the road and stopped with a scrape and slide and 
rattle of stones at the gate. Yet there was nothing 
there, and Tad had not even heard anything. I felt 
an icy breath pass over me, the hair rose on the back 
of my neck, and the goose-flesh came out on my arms 
and thighs. That was my answer. I knew why Diana 
acted. Did a man ever take such a sudden plunge 
from a towering rock of security into such a gulf 

of terror and harrowing certainty? I got up as if I 
were ninety. 

" Let's go in. I'm chilly." 

Tad followed me, and I switched on a blaze of 
light to cheer us up, and had Yuan-kai bring us each 
a bottle of ginger-ale to start the circulation; mine 
had half a finger of Plymouth gin in it. After a while 
they worked. 

" Tad, I'm amazed at what you say, perfectly 
dumf ounded. But how do you know that Diana was 
acting? " 

" I accused her of it to-day, and she admitted it." 

"What impudence! But it's just like her; she'? 
generally as frank as she is fearless." 

" I'd take my oath that she never lied or deceive i 
in her life, except to fake being in love with rie 
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those first three days; and she says I'll know the 
reason for that when I see that photograph." 

" Photograph? But was it only three days? '* 

"Yes, that was enough to cinch me — ^and she 
only faked it then before other people; always kept 
me talking or doing other things when we were alone, 
such as reading history." 

I stifled a smile ; that was so like Diana ! " Then, 
there was a complete change in her manner after 
three days? " 

" Yes, but of course I didn't realize it, because 
I'd just let myself go and fallen head over ears in 
love with her. You see, she's such a wonderful girl, 
there isn't another like her in the world ! And you'd 
told me she was so straightforward and such a 

prize " I groaned. " But, looking back, I see 

she got terribly bored after I was cinched and there 
was no use acting. You see, I haven't mind enough 
to hold her — not yet." 

" Oh, nonsense! The way she jelled at sight of 
you, I thought her mind was addled forever." 

" It came back all right as soon as we were alone 
m the car, and she just scathed you; fire really came 
out of her eyes ! And, like a darned fool, I thought 
it was fine." 

" Tad, you surprise me ! I should have thought 
your sense of filial piety " 

" Well, you know, when you have the sense of 
sitting beside Diana, all your other senses go 
dippy." 

" I know nothing of the kind ! I always have a 
sense of being wronged and made slightly ridiculous, 
of having my time grafted on and my nervous energy 
dissipated." 

Tad shook his head sadly. " Then, I can't make 
you understand ! " 



220 DIANA ABDWAY 

" You scrambled love-egg ! Don't you know yet 
that what I know or feel as a man is the smallest part 
of me, and that what I know as a dramatist and fed 
by supposing other people to be my characters covers 
such a range that you're never likely to ride beyond 
it? You smack the thing right down on a personal 
basis." 

Tad sighed again. " It's so terribly personal 
to me, that I can't imagine anybody thinking of it as 
a play." 

" Still, that higher point-of-view exists, and by 
bunching my feet on it I'm able to understand your 
lower one; but of course if you were capable of 
standing on it you wouldn't be in love, nor tempor- 
arily unhinged." 

" I'm not unhinged ; I see everything quite 
clearly, only — it hurts." 

" Well, don't get so pesky busy ripping holes in 
your rosy-cloud dope-dream! Rather sew up the 
rents as fast as they tear naturally, and swathe your- 
self in the filmy stuff long enough to get a perfect 
inoculation. Why, some wise men and women come 
out of their first love immune forever; simply juggle 
with fire ever after and really enjoy life, while bring- 
ing happiness to dozens of romantic and interesting 
women or men, because what's sauce for the goose is 
sauce for the gander — ^instead of only one! Tad, 
seize your golden opportunity and become a Joy 
Radiator like your Uncle." 

" Oh, I'm immune all right ; I shall never love 
again." 

" That's a silly, childish boast, and shows me the 
tall, dark girl who will turn you nutty again within 
a month, and, if she thinks you're a good enough 
speculation, marry you ! " 

Tad started. " Who do you mean ? " 
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" Who do I mean ? You It ! Hasn't she got to 
be tall and dark to be Diana's opposite? But I mean 
'em all — any old frump, the first who sees you after 
your escape from here. Don't you suppose every 
woman is dramatist enough to see your condition at 
a glance: heart mashed tender, a well of troubles to 
pour into any ear, a great yearning for sympathy, 
and a fatuous confidence in immunity? Oh, you're 
lost, you're submerged, the bubbles have stopped com- 
ing up where you sank — and the last bubbles smelled 
of orange-blossoms ! " 

Tad stopped his aimless pacing, stood very erect, 
and squared his jaw. 

" I'll show you I'm no such come-on milksop as 
that, but am really done with women ! I'll quit col- 
lege and go down on your ranch or some other where 
I'll never see one." 

" Quit college? You consummate ass, you blith- 
ering fool, you drooling idiot! Get to bed, out of 
my sight ! " 

He stalked stiffly from the room, upstairs, and 
slammed his door. I should have liked to kick him 
up ! Leave college and mar his career for that Ard- 
way spawn? Curse the Copper Cataclysm, she had 
checkmated me again and splintered my best hope! 
For Tad would have to go; it would be too brutal 
to keep him within sight and feel of her, with the 
map of his trouble spread on his face for all to read. 
Besides, it would serve no useful purpose; she'd be 
back on that west divan with her left leg hanging 
down within two days, as sure as the sun would come 
in the east window; and precious little difference 
it would make to her whether Tad were there or not ! 
He was no more than a toad squashed in Jugger- 
naut's course! Hadn't The Sign of it come to me 
out of the night? At lea^t, I had done my best to 
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rub it in and inflame his inoculation so that he'd get 
all the profit possible out of it, I could even quote 
his protestations of immunity to him to ridicule him 
out of some future attack; also, I had just put him 
in such a rage that he'd very probably forget Diana 
and get a ^ood night's sleep. Humanity is really 
clay in the hands of us dramatists ! 

At five o'clock next morning Yuan-kai had to 
pound for minutes on the door of the Blighted Be- 
ing and Desperate Lover. Certainly no worms were 
likely to fatten on him ! He opened it and said good- 
morning, still pasty with sleep. 

" Rush it, Tad! It's one grand day for a ride! " 

" But, Uncle, I've — I've got to go down to-day 
you know." 

" Well, there's no decent train till ten-thirty, and 
the one o'clock is the best of all; gets you in New 
York at five-thirty." 

" That will do, and I'll have time to do some 
'phoning." 

" You'll have time to go over all the taU, dark 
girls you know." 

Striped pajama back and indignant silence! It 
was going to be a pretty hot day for the mountains, 
and we got back at eight o'clock with the horses all 
in, and Duke, who is not the solution of any trans- 
portation problem, we left tied up at Marjorie's to 
rest and swallow that yard of red hot tongue when 
he could, and be started home in the cool of the 
afternoon. Passing the depot, we got Tad's Pull- 
man seat, and the die was cast. He came down from 
his shower and his packing in city clothes, and spread 
out on the west divan and kept as quiet as a mouse, 
with the volume of Gibbon he hadn't opened since 
the first day. Beside the story between those green 
covers, how ephemeral and futile seemed the strong 
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young life which lay all before him; or mine, half 
spent, with such a very mole-hill of success to show 
for it! That was a cowardly thought. I had the 
last half all before me, with the fairest kind of a 
chance, and I would show 'em yet what drama ought 
to be ! And I fairly hammered my typewriter's keys. 

Through the west window came Diana's silver 
yodle and died in the hall. 

" Good-morning." 

I whirled in time to see Tad's feet hit the floor 
as he started up. Diana wore a pink linen, no hat, 
an expression of calm determination, and carried 
her framed photograph freshly wrapped up under 
her arm. While we stared, she turned to the book- 
shelves beside the west window and moved a bronze 
Japanese sacrificial cup which stood on top of them, 
to make room for her picture. Now, that cup is 
eighteen inches high) and weighs quite twenty poimds. 
The body is in the shape of a thimble, covered with 
engraved prayers, with three legs forged on it in the 
shape of sword blades, sharp and pointed. Yuan- 
kai keeps an English penny un(fer each so they won't 
gouge the shelf. There are two spike-heads on the 
rim of the cup, joined by a bridle of plaited raw-hide, 
apparently to hang it under something, and one 
bronze dag's head handle. The only duplicate I 
know of is in the Metropolitan Museum. 

I rushed toward her. " You idiot, do you want 
that to fall and spike your feet? Look at the grooves 
you've cut in the wood dragging those sword-blades 
off the pennies ! Haven't I forbidden you a hundred 
times ever to put any of your duds on my book- 
shelves, you curse of waste and destruction ? " 

" Excuse me, I forgot. It's the photograph I 
promised Tad — I thought he might be leaving ; " 
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and she carefully set it on the floor, leaning against 
the books. 

" Who says he's leaving? What makes you sup- 
pose he's leaving? " 

" I wasn't sure till you spoke ; I only reasoned 
that he would." 

" Being a woman, that means you guessed ! Why, 
I am indignant and surprised that you imagined he 
was leaving me." 

" But not indignant enough to deny it, I notice." 
I started to speak, but she raised her hand. " Please 
don't lie about such a little thing." 

" Lie about it ? You don't dare say you ever 
knew me to tell a lie ! '* 

" Yes, I have, several times ; but only to me and 
concerning things you thought it would be dis- 
honorable to tell the truth about." 

" Well, if you call sticking to the conventions of 
politeness and decency lyiag, why, anybody who en- 
joyed much of your society would soon be able to 
outlie a horse-dealer ! " 

" Uncle ! " muttered Tad in a dry whisper. 

He had closed the door into the hall and now 
leaned against it in hopeless dejection, one hand on 
the knob. His face had grown pale through the tan, 
and was drawn and almost lined, and his eyes turned 
from Diana to me and back again with growing 
terror. She faced me with a lambent determination 
which was fast wearing down my courage; In her 
masterful figure the will power of half a million base- 
bom departed spirits was concentrated and reincar- 
nated at some tremendous voltage, and penetrated 
me as sunbeams do the air, waking panic fear within. 
Yet my other self, the dramatist, watched the prog- 
ress of the scene with eager admiration ; the sacrifice 
of a mere human man, though himself, if it could 
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teach him a single letter of his art, was unworthy 
of comment or consideration; just a business habit. 
He found the characters well chosen and natural, 
the handsome library an appropriate " set," the lan- 
guorous summer morning whose breath came through 
the open casements at Diana's back with the drone 
of bees in the honeysuckle, an artistic foil to the 
struggle of three hearts within. Oh, I knew I had 
nothing to hope for from him! 

" Let us sample that superior brand of truth 
which should go with your disregard of conventions, 
then. Why did you suppose Tad was leaving here? " 

" Because it would be both painful and useless 
for him to stay." 

"Painful to you?" 

" Certainly not ; it is a matter of perfect indiffer- 
ence to me whether he goes or stays. You see, I 
credit him with being enough of a gentleman not to 
annoy me with his attentions." 

Tad writhed like a large, handsome beetle pinned 
to the door. 

" Do you wish to insinuate that my Nephew 
isn't gentleman enough for everything? " 

"I don't think his errand here was very credit- 
able." 

" And what errand could he have here further 
than visit his only uncle, as he does every summer? " 

" You sent for him to protect you from me, after 
trying in vain to hide behind first Miss Sinclair's, 
then Aunt Emeline's, petticoats." 

" I've protected myself all my life, without help 
of any man or woman." 

" You hadn't met me ! " 

** Don't you know that's a shameless confession? " 

" No ; only cynically frank. But I call it shame- 
ful for a man of your age to hide behind women's 
petticoats or a Freshman's trousers ! " 
15 
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I gnashed my teeth, but the beetle rested more 
comfortably against his door. 

" I'll show you how little I'm afraid of you!" 

" And begin to-morrow by letting mje ride with 
you?" 

"I won't!" 
Then, you'll find me here when you come hon^." 
I'll put you out in the road ! " 

** I only hope you'll get up spunk enough to try." 

** But, Diana, why should you come to-morrow, 
when you've left me in peace for a whole week? " 

" I feel I've neglected you shamefully, but Tad 
made such demands on my time " 

" He didn't ! You carried him off on sight like 
a body-snatcher and hardly let him come home to 
sleep." 

She shook her head and sighed with utter weari- 
ness. " Imagine it — ten hours of Freshman per day I 
But I wanted to get it over quick." 

" Get what over? " 

** Tad — show him he was wasting his time.'* 

** He hasn't wasted it ; he's brought me a bliss- 
fully restful and productive week." 

" So now you admit he came to protect you? " 

** That was merely incidental." 

** Really? Then, the main reason was to marry 
him to me? " 

The beetle writhed again on the door. I was 
nearly paralyzed with surprise, but managed to 
bluster : 

" Do you accuse my Nephew of being a fortune- 
hunter? " 

" Certainly not ; I'm sure he'd take nae without 
a cent. I only accuse his old-maid Uncle of being 
a match-maker. But perhaps you have to be unde 
and aunt both? " 



MY OWN PETARD 227 

" It's a pity you don't show the deference to 
your Aunt's opinion that Tad does to his Uncle's ! " 

" But, you see, I can't do Aimt Emeline any 
good ; for, though she's mild and ladylike, her opin- 
ions are unalterable; whereas Uncle Paul is brutal 
and excitable, and therefore easily led by any well- 
balanced mind." 

" Don't you dare call me ' Uncle Paul ' ! " 

** I was afraid you wouldn't like it ; that's why I 
refused Tad." 

" Well, I'll take you at your word, and if you'll 
take Tad I'll let you call me Great-Uncle Paul ! " 

The beetle leaned forward tensely from the door, 
but she shook her head. 

" I'm afraid the last would swell your Dramatist's 
Enlargement to the bursting point, and as for the 
first — ^my word is said." 

** And a moment ago you called Aimt Emeline 
mulish for not changing her opinions ! " 

" I never used that word about my Aunt, and I 
will thank you not to. My decision was made long 
before I ever saw Tad ; he simply failed to shake it — 
as you have!" 

" Do you object to my calling you mulish? " 

** Not at all ; I've been trying since June to beat 
it into your head that I am." 

"Well, it's beat — ^beaten — ^butted! Henceforth 
you are Diana M. Ardway to me, with four elliptical 
hoofs bunched under you." 

" Uncle ! " gasped the beetle on the door. 

She beamed and clapped her hands. " Oh, thank 
goodness! At last you understand that my mind 
can't be switched around like a weather-cock. Now I 
think all our troubles are over! " 

" Don't you know that common courtesy requires 
you to include all present when you give an invitation 
in public? " 
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^ "1 knew Tad wouldn't be here." 

"You don't know Tad won't be here; it's none 
of your business when he ^es or where he stays; 
he may be here for weeks." 

" Then, he'd better hurry and change that Pull- 
man seat he has for the one o'clock train.'^ 

" Who says he has one? " 

" The station agent." 

" You miserable spy ! " 

" We'll come back to that. Will you ride with 
me to-morrow? " 

" No, nor ever ! I'm going to ride with Agnes 
Pollock at four-thirty." 

Her eyes flashed. " She shan't ride Medea ! " 

" She shall ride Medea ! The mare's so well 
broken now that I'll trust her even with Agnes ; " 
and I stuck all the mush I could on the name and 
rolled my eyes like a dying calf. 

Rage and uneasiness struggled in her face. " You 
have no right to let anybody else ride my mare. I 
only lent her to you." 

" I have to. Agnes wouldn't look well on Gallo." 

She stamped her foot. " If you do, I'll let every- 
body I know ride Bruja! " 

I gave her a look which cooled her down like a 
cold plunge. " You wretched little object, if you 
ever even think that again, I'll take Bruja away from 
you within the hour ! I'll do it now ; you're too crazy 
to be trusted with her ; " and walked toward the door. 

Tad looked at me beseechingly, but made way. 
While I spoke, Diana's eyes had grown dark with ter- 
ror, and now she darted across the room and clung 
to my arm desperately, though I tried to shake her 
off roughly. 

"Oh, don't, please don't! Please forgive me! 
I was crazy to say $uch a thing. You know I'd 
rather die than let anybody but you and me ride 
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Bruja. You know she's part of my Chance, part c f 
my only hope that I have to fight so hard for; a^<d 
you promised her to me for the summer, you proiil- 
ised me that one httle help, my one comfort ; and, oh, 
please, please, don't be cruel enough to take her 
away ! " 

" Very well ; on that understanding my promise 
stands ; but I shall use Medea as I choose." 

" Oh, let every woman In the Catskills ride her if 
you want to— tear her to pieces ! What do I care ? 
And I'll give you ten more horses better than she if 
you'll only let me. You know it wasn't Medea I 
minded; it was your wanting to take some one else 
riding that made me mad." 

Tad had stared at us with waves of emotion chas- 
ing one another over his face like summer cloud- 
shadows over a lake. 

" Made you mad ! What business have you get- 
ting mad about it? Do you want every man in the 
mountains tagging round after you the way Tad has, 
wasting dozens of perfectly frank, true-hearted girls ? 
Is there no limit to your effrontery? " 

The trouble-shadows had gathered again in her 
eyes. 

" Please don't — don't hurt me before Tad ! " 

** Hurt you ! Why, the greatest prophet ever 
bom couldn't scathe words through your conceit! 
And before Tad! Don't you suppose he knows you 
for the heartless flirt you are? Throwing yourself 
at his head in shameless disregard of all conventions 
to try and break his heart ! " 

The trouble-shadows went out of her eyes, and a 
cold steel glitter took their place. She knew the real 
fight was on now, and that it would be a finish one for 
somebody. 

" I did do that, but it was in self-defense, and 
therefore justifiable." 
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Defense against what? Who attacked you?" 
You brought Tad here to break my heart if he 
could, and he came to do it." 

The insect groaned and hung limp against the 
door. Why, it was a perfect confession ! 

"Did he tell you that?'* 

" No, he never said a word against you, but the 
moment he lifted me off the divan that morning I 
knew it, and laid my plan to get square." 

*' Square for what? " 

" For two big men, supposed to be gentlemen, 
plotting together to break a girl's heart; as if she 
weren't lonesome and unhappy enough already! 
Ugh, you cowards ! " 

Tad hung against the door like a wet blanket, and 
I knew my face was red to the tips of my burning 
ears. 

" But we didn't want to break your heart, Diana ; 
what good would that have done us ? " 

" You wanted him to win my heart, and you said 
a moment ago it wasn't to make a match between us ; 
so what could he do but break it? " 

"I don't think I said that, and if I did, I'll 
correct it. I told Tad you would be a prize for any 
man who could win you, and to do his best. It was 
not necessary to say that the man should love you, 
for I knew my Nephew was not a fortune-hunter," 

" But he was to win my heart to quiet your 
nerves, and if he didn't happen to love me, what could 
happen but break it? " 

I couldn't think of a word to say, and she turned 
a scathing look on Tad. 

" I guess you got your signals mixed and passed 
the wrong heart ! " 

The beetle writhed, and indignation restored my 
power of speech. 
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" How can you be cruel and ill-bred enough to 
joke about a man's hopeless love for you before his 
face? " 

** Because when he went into that cowardly scheme 
with you he ceased to be a man and became a thing ! " 

** You shan't insult my Nephew before me ! If 
you suspected any such plot as you say, the only lady- 
like and honorable thing was to refuse to have any- 
thing to do with him." 

*' That wouldn't have punished him, wouldn't 
have hurt his vanity and yours. Didn't I make him 
tell me that you had showed him our house from am- 
bush, and by making him think about it long enough 
I read in his mind his boast of ' the Worden blazon 
flying over Castle Ardway ! ' " And she laughed like 
chimes, while we both turned crimson and writhed. 
" But there is one flag you ought to hoist immediately 
over Hut Worden — a quarantine flag — its inhabit- 
ants look so sick ! " 

"We concede that you juggled our wolf-trap 
very cleverly, and that we stepped into it with all 
four feet ; but you carried it too far. For a girl of 
your age to make a mockery of love and deliberately 
use it to hurt others is a crime." 

The scorn smouldering in her eyes fanned into a 
blaze. " How often have you told me always to 
* play the game ' ? How often have I heard you 
praise people who do, and despise those who don't? 
And didn't you tell me Dumas taught you the highest 
game was to accept the enemy's choice of weapons 
and conditions and then beat him by your wits ? " 

" Yes, and I stand by it ; but it is a desecration 
for any good woman to use love as a tool." 

She laughed again, but it was that uncanny stac- 
cato laughter, with a note of biting scorn; and 
pointed her finger at Tad. 
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" Was the calf-love of an oaf like that to stand 
in my way when I was fighting for everything I loved 
in the world — a thousand times more to me than 
life?'' 

** That's absurd ; you were only feeding your 
natural vanity and cruelty. Why did you give him 
your photograph, except to make the hurt last longer 
and give him a stab every time he looked at it? How 
dared you bring it back here to-day? I'll tear it to 
pieces ! " and stepped toward it. 

She sprang in front of it, blue forked lightning 
darting from her eyes. " You dare touch it ! I told 
you that picture would explain everything, every- 
thing about you and me from the day you lifted me 
off Medea to the end of all our lives." 

" You're lying ; it's all a trick to hurt him more ! " 

She seized the package and with one wrench broke 
the stout cord which tied it. The blood followed the 
mark of it across her fingers, but she tore off the 
paper and opened a jeweller's card-board box, and 
took out an oxidized silver frame badly bent at one 
comer, but with a new glass, and thrust it up to my 
face. It held a photograph similar to the one I had, 
but across the bottom was written in her bold, square 
hand, " your Amit Diana.** I stared at it dumbly 
till a mist came before my eyes and the black letters 
began to dance up and down, and through it I saw 
Tad look at it eagerly and start back. Then he 
squared his shoulders like a man making a great 
resolution, and held out his hand to Diana. From 
some immeasurable distance his voice reached me: 

" You shall marry him as sure as my name is Tad 
Worden ! " 

I leaned heavily agamst the piano, and through 
the mist saw her grip his hand and give him a won- 
derful smile of gratitude and friendship. 



CHAPTER Xn 



GUABNEB-IUS'S VIOIilN 



I COULD eat no breakfast, and excused myself 
from seeing Tad off. As soon as he and his 
trunk, containing Diana's photograph, were 
out of the house, I locked myself in the library, for- 
bidding Yuan-kai to admit any one. Even there I 
looked behind the cushions and under the divans be- 
fore throwing myself down on one, ^r my nerves 
were so jangled out of gear that I was in a blue funk, 
starting at every sound, glancing hastily at one or 
the other window, expecting to see I know not what. 
That Diana should have fallen in love with me was a 
pity and a bore ; that she had decided I should love 
her as I had older women was an anxiety and a 
menace, wasting my time and nervous energy and 
often dividing me against myself; but that she had 
determined to marry me was plain ruin and despair. 
Not from any inherent objection to Diana herself, 
for, sharing the common lot, she must grow older 
some time, and her money could be given or thrown 
away ; but from a sincere and deep-rooted fear and 
hatred of marriage ; a hatred which must have been 
bom in me and grown and strengthened as I did, 
or I never could have come safely through such a 
maze of love-affairs. 

The idea of being chained to a woman was far 
more vivid and dreadful to me than being chained 
in a cell. Think of her having the right to weep 
and moan and look sloppy and dislSgured because I 
squeezed out of some one else the inspiration she could 
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no longer give me ! Think of her raging and scold- 
ing before the servants, questioning me about my 
goings and comings, spying on me, perhaps trying 
to butt into my rehearsals to watch the actresses! 
Think of having to tell her if I were going to dine 
out or going to bring any one to dine at home ; and, 
if it were a girl, having always to raise another man 
to amuse my wife ; it would cost me all my friends in 
the end. Then she might want children; a step- 
ladder of squalling brats, each harder to break than 
three dogs or six colts ! 

The idea of my peaceful home with its clock- 
like military discipline incarnated in Yuan-kai, 
turned over to a fussy, fidgety, fixy woman, with in- 
competent, lazy women under her — for he certainly 
would never live with her. Why, she'd stuff friUs 
and furbelows and knick-knacks and Louis Craze 
sure-break furniture and stinky, dangerous kerosene 
lamps everywhere ; perhaps, caspita! top it off with a 
dog — a smelly, snappy, yapping lap-dog, leaving 
hairs on every chair to plaster my clothes. And she 
and all her cackling friends would pet him and spoil 
him spoilder yet and maybe feed him at the table! 
Yes, actually feed a dog at a man's table ! I know 
married people who have sunk that low. But all this 
would be a cobweb, a wreath of mist, comp€U*ed to 
the fact that she would worry me so I couldn't write, 
couldn't gather the material and inspiration where 
I saw it, couldn't concentrate to work it up if I did. 
I'd hammer out a couple of hopeless failures and 
just sink out of sight and memory, till when I sent 
other scripts out they wouldn't be read ! Reputation 
would never ripen into fame, but rot into oblivion, 
and gray ashes smother the fire of ambition. I 
sprang up with a curse. No ! If Diana was besotted 
to be loved by me in spite of all I could do, why, 
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what would be would be; but she should never ruin 
my life by marrying me! 

I 'phoned my best girl at Laurel House to bring 
chum and her steady to dinner, and 'phoned Mar- 
jorie I'd dine there the next day, so the Cataclysm 
would find my brain full of fair women. Then I 
wrote Merry that Tad had failed to dent her, and 
that Fate had saved her for him. Next morning 
was overcast and threatening, so to be sure of some 
exercise, in case rain should prevent my riding with 
Agnes, I rolled and tied my gum coat in a long 
loop over my shoulder and tramped down the grade 
to Palenville. When I got back at seven-thirty the 
weather looked more promising, so I peered appre- 
hensively into the library. Yuan-kai was just finishr- 
ing cleaning it, with no enemy in sight. Care-free 
again, I chanted as I showered, and, absorbed in 
appreciation of my own voice, I nearly scalded my- 
self. A pitcher of milk from the mooly cows in 
Medea's — curse her! I mean Bruja's — ^pasture, and 
I came humming down-stairs, where a glance at 
Nobody's Grandfather's Clock told me I should beat 
eight o'clock to my work by five minutes. 

A blaze of color smote me from the west divan. 
It was Diana, with her characteristic attitude, in pur- 
ple from head to toe, and her hair in pig-tails — ^two 
copper pythons finished off with purple bows. Pig- 
tails in purple bows! To remind me of that only 
time I really made love to her, over the 'phone, when 
I felt brash and cocky because Tad was coming. 
And now I was to pay the price — ^what price Heaven 
only knew! Either the room spun round twice or I 
did^ — the result produced was the same — and I was 
aeon seconds getting my wits back out of the cen- 
trifugal. She had followed my thoughts perfectly, 
even there, and just as I did collect them looked up 
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from whatever forbidden French book she happened 
to be reading and smiled. 

^^ Poor Tad ! " she said, and looked down again at 
her book. 

I gnashed my teeth at the thought of my petard 
which had hoisted me ! But I didn't turn and stride 
toward my desk ; rather I sidled toward it, keeping a 
sharp lookout. Suddenly her glittering eye pierced 
and therefore held me as no thousand-pound mush- 
room anchor would. 

" Wait ! Sit down here a minute ; '' and she laid 
Casanova, my vellum bound Casanova, face down, 
•open, beside her! 

I snatched it up and returned it to its shelf. 

"Haven't you sense enough not to lay a hand- 
some book down that way? And haven't you decency 
enough not to read books which I've forbidden you a 
dozen times? " 

" I wanted to learn what the women did to be fas- 
cinating ; but they didn't do anything. Except their 
maids or old nurses, who helped now and then, the 
men did it all," she sighed. " How they've changed ! " 

" Huh ! I don't know that they had anything on 
us — except that we refuse to rob cradles ; " with a 
withering glance at the pig-tails. 

She switched them round in front. " Do they 
make me look so very childish? " 

" Yes, ridiculously so ; you ought to have a nurse 
and a multiplying family of dolls.^ 

" Oh, I never married my dolls.' 

" The length of your view must always have been 
inconspicuous compared to its breadth." 

" But I wore them to please you — with purple 
bows ; " and she glanced up shyly, but instantly 
lowered her eyes at the stony glare in mine. 

"They are a very fine pair of braids," I con- 
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ceded, " and some day they may be nearly as long as 
Marj oriels." 

" She ought to have grown some horsehair in 
thirty years ! " 

" Horsehair ! That lusterless blue-black, softer 
than any wool? Why, just to touch it is to be 
charged with all the enduring virtues and staying 
qualities of the brunette type ! " 

Diana lounged further back on the divan. ** Well, 
I seem to have out-stayed her here 1 *' 

**Sure of her place in my heart, she sacrificed 
her vanity to save me worry and loss of precious 
time, and lets you wear the idle trappings of victory/* 

She whistled. " My, that's a purple language ! 
But I call her a plain quitter, never to have shown 
up for a second round when I punished her so in the 
first. Nobody will ever keep much of a place in your 
heart by staying home and sacrificing herself for 
you." 

" Do you accuse me of being ungrateful for love 
and sacrifice? " 

" Oh, you'd put up a neat marble tablet in the 
back of your mind and tack a wreath of sentimental 
memories to it, and tell them to other girls who 
reminded you of Her, with an * I have suffered ! ' ex- 
pression; and when she came back into your mind, 
you'd live it all over again and be romantically in love 
with her — for a moment." 

"The last part is true: when I'm once fond of 
a person, I'm always fond of them, and live it all 
over again and again in the mind-pictures. But I 
never tell anything more than trifling humorous de- 
tails about them, from which they couldn't possibly 
be recognized. If you know anything more, it's by 
your cowardly mind-reading." 

She sat in frowning silence for a full minute, and 
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then said slowly: **I don't think I was quite fair. 
But, you see, you said a little and I read some more, 
and when I once know it I can't remember how I got 
it, it's all alike. But I've promised you that nothing 
shall ever tear out of me a single word I know or 
ever shall know — except to you." 

" I should hope not; and you'll please make no 
exceptions, even in my favor ! " 

" Only some funny little characteristics which 
each wore like a label: for instance, the one who 
sounds the most sentimental of all, who used to poise 
the lump of sugar over your coffee-cup and say, 
* First tell me you love me! ' and wouldn't put it in 
till you did." 

A cheerful reminiscent glow spread upward from 
my heart. "A splendid girl! Worthy of one of 
those model men who would just stick to her and 
never wander; it was her contralto voice which first 
taught me to love music. There were a score of little 
French and Italian table d^hotes then between 
Twenty-third Street and Washington Square, with 
dinner from forty to fifty cents — if they had charged 
more we'd all have starved ; and from every one comes 
the picture of her taper musician's fingers poising 
the lump of sugar over my demi-tasse. Ah, happy 
days ! " 

" There is one girl she hated, the one I like the 
most of all, and she hates her still when she comes 
back into your mind, and peers into every comer of 
that romantic old apartment you had then to be 
sure she's not there. I love every inch of the dear old 
place, from going there so often in your thoughts." 

" What! You know the old place? " 

" I know it as well as I know this library ; know 
where each match-box himg in the square hall and 
bath-room, and where the heavy brass ones, which 
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were ash-trays as well, stood in the living-room and 
bed-room ; I could get any kind of a glass or canned 
food or crackers that was in the kitchenette, or liquor 
from the liquor locker, or siphons or gijager-ale or 
butter from the ice-box, or cigarettes from the humi- 
dor; I know where your cravats, socks, towels, sheets^ 
fur coat, everything, were kept.'' 

** How perfectly wonderful ! " 

** It's not wonderful I should know what you saw 
with your own eyes ; but I know things you never saw : 
that is wonderful." 

"You were going to have a party one evening, 
and came in before six o'clock to dress and found a 
bunch of yellow daffodils in one of the vases from the 
top of the east bookcase, placed on the teak-wood 
tabouret." 

" That's right! " I cried eagerly. " But I never 
knew which of the two girls brought them. It was 
a sinful extravagance: flowers and cabs were taboo 
in our gang." 

" When you came back after dinner with the first 
instalment of the party, the yellow daffodils had be- 
come red gladioli." 

" That's right ! I thought I had 'em again ; but 
I sherlocked it out that one girl had happened in and 
seen the other one's flowers and replaced them with 
her own. It was right at the end of the winter, too, 
and we were all stony broke." 

" It was the contralto who brought the first 
flowers^ — the yellow ones." 

" How do you know that, when I don't?" 

" Because I've often come in with the other girl, 
the interior-decorator girl, whom I like, and seen her 
rage at sight of the daffodils and tear them to pieces 
and wrap the shreds in her paper and go out of the 
room." 
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" You're crazy ! She never did it but once, and 
you say * often *.** 

" When they come back into your mind, don't 
they do the same things over and over that they did 
once in life? " 

" Oh ! '* I thought deeply for a moment how in 
time 'most all mysteries come out in the wash; then 
the marvel of Diana's finding the key to it struck me. 
** But how in the name of evil do you know this? 
You don't know either of the girls, or their names, 
or anything ; and you couldn't have read in my mind 
what I didn't know till this minute." 

" I found a link to connect me with the decorator 
girl ; like the piece of lace with the one in Paris." 

I could see it coming, but I bluffed boldly: 
** Ridiculous ! That was eight years ago ; do you 
suppose a rag of lace would ever stick to me that 
long? " 

" This wasn't lace; it's indestructible." 

It was almost here. " You're crazy ; I never 
owned anything of hers, not even a photograph, and 
if I had, I'd have destroyed it when she married." 

" So she's married? " 

" They're all married; I never cared about any- 
body — that is, as much as five years ago — ^who hasn't 
married, and all made star matches too." 

*^ You're a perfect mascot ! " 

"For everybody but myself." 

She laughed a bar of chimes. "Paul the for- 
saken! Yet I have a vivid mind-picture of your 
speeding each parting guest." 

" That was the only honorable thing to do. I 
always tell every girl I meet I'm not a marrying man, 
and beat it into her till she believes it, too. So, 
naturally, when somebody with the marrying bee in 
his bonnet comes along, I step aside and yield him the 



GUARNERIUS^S VIOLIN «41 

field. Often the girl asks my advice, and even if I 
suspicion she is putting up a trial balloon, I gravely 
advise her to settle down." 

" It's too sublime to be natural ! But suppose it's 
a married woman who asks your advice about getting 
divorced: what do you do? " 

" I raise a straight line of dust, to and over the 
horizon ! " 

Another bar. " But to come back to the bronze 
cross which the decorator girl gave you and which 
hangs over your bed." 

Oh, the brutality of it! To get me interested 
and expansive on another subject and suddenly whirl 
round and hit me between the eyes with the first ! The 
occasion did not justify a lie, but I put up what 
defense I could. 

" You've barked up the wrong tree. That cross Is 
far more than eight years old." 

" It may well be two hundred; but what has that 
to do with it?" 

" It shows the folly of trying to fasten it on any 
particular girl." 

"You don't understand. I took the cross one 
morning before you got back from your ride and 
himg it in its place next day ; but most of that night 
I lay awake with it pressed to my forehead." 

" You infernal little spy ! " 

" You see, I'd been to your apartment hundreds 
of times in your brain and seen the cross hanging 
there, over your bed as it does here, and I was madly 
jealous of whomever gave it to you and determined 
to find out which it was. But, you see, of dead 
scenes, those which have passed, I can see only the 
pictures of them repassing in your mind; can't hear 
the words or get the ideas in any way except from the 
pantomime. Now, there is no picture in your mind 
16 



242 PIANA ARDWAY 

of anybody's bringing that cross to you or hanging 
it up while you were present; so it was hung while 
you were absent, and my only chance was to take it 
as a link and stretch a psychic chain to the giver.** 

" Wait a minute. Is the cross in all the pictures 
of the apartment? " 

" No ; first there was a sea-scape in pastel hung 
there — for a year or more, I'd say. Then it's moved 
down a little toward the foot of the bed, which had 
one side against the wall, and in its place hangs a 
little cross, spear, and ladder cut out of palm leaf, 
such as they give in Catholic churches on Palm 
Sunday." 

" Good Lord ! " I gasped. 

" That stays there a month or so, I should judge; 
then it disappears and the bronze cross hangs there 
while the pictures last. And when they change to 
Cuba, it hangs on the whitewashed wall beside your 
bed, just as it does here. So the night I had it 
I pressed it to my forehead and willed myself back 
in your apartment, staring at it where it hung, 
unravelling time backward. For I knew the girl 
who gave it must often have seen it in its place, often 
have touched it and probably kissed it and cried 
over it when you hurt her; till a psychic chain was 
forged from her soul to the cross, along which my 
soul had the power to pass into hers and see there 
her mind-pictures connected with it." 

" Did you do it ! " I asked breathlessly. 

" Yes, after a terrible effort. But, you see, the 
way it appeared to me was that she came into your 
apartment, where I was already waiting before the 
cross, and I recognized her immediately from often 
having met her in your mind-pictures. I like her 
the best of all." 

" But what did you see? " 
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** After one clear view of her as she came in, only 
a wild jumble of scenes and different people, includ- 
ing you — like a moving-picture machine gone crazy ; 
day, night, she alone, she with you, then a big party 
followed one another in a whirl that made me dizzy. 
You see, I was getting the message along a long, 
weak chain; not plimging straight into your mind, 
which I know as I do my own, but into that of a 
stranger, or, rather, into her soul." 

" Go on, go on ! '' 

*^ But I did see her take the cross off its nail and 
kiss it in happiness and cry over it in sorrow. And 
all of a sudden the pictures stopped and the room was 
empty, with the bronze cross gone and the palm-leaf 
one in its place. You see, we'd gone backwards past 
its beginning." 

" Then, it's nothing but a guess who gave it to 
me, after all? " 

** Wait. I spent nearly the whole night running 
those pictures off over and over again, and every 
time they grew more distinct, and gradually I began 
to control them, till I could stop or start them at any 
point. And at last, when the room was empty and 
the palmrleaf cross on the wall, the girl came in in 
her furs and took a package out of her muff and 
unwrapped it, and it was the bronze cross. And with 
a fiendish expression of jealousy she tore the other 
off the wall and burned it, and brought a hammer 
and a brass-headed nail from the tool-shelf in the 
kitchenette and himg her own cross in its stead." 

** I know it's true, though I didn't see her do it." 

" Then I started with a mind-picture of yours, 
the yellow daffodils in the vase in the living-room, and 
tried to fit it into her mind-pictures. And at last, 
while I was staring at them in the empty room, she 
came in the hall-door in a great hurry — I coUld see 
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by the clock it was six-thirty — and walked quickly 
through the rooms, as if to see that everything was 
in order for the party, straightening the things on 
the bureau and rearranging the divan cushions. It 
wasn*t till on her way out she spied the daffodils, 
and she tore them to bits in another jealous rage 
and stamped on the pieces, then swept them into her 
evening paper and went out, as I told you before." 

" Did you follow her or stay in the room? " 

" I tried again and again to follow her, but my 
chain was too weak. You see, there were two things 
which made it stronger for pictures inside the apart- 
ment: I was perfectly used to the place from your 
mind-pictures of it, and had a strong love and 
psychic sympathy for it ; then the cross hung there, 
which was my link to her mind-pictures.'* 

" But, Diana, you speak of these incredible and 
supernatural things as coldly and exactly as if they 
were a banker's trial-balance or an algebraic 
equation ! " 

"They're getting perfectly simple to me; you 
see, I never had any inducement to develop my power 
till I knew you, and I've come a long way since I took 
that piece of lace out of your razor-box the second 
time I saw you. ... I wish I hadn't burned it ! " 

" Pooh ! There was nothing interesting there," I 
said hastily. " But did the decorator girl come 
back? " 

" Yes, with a package in her hand, which I'd seen 
in the first confused pictures about the cross. She 
took the red gladioli out of it and arranged them 
in the vase and hurried out; but again I couldn't 
follow her. So I waited to laugh at your surprise 
when you came in with the first of the party." 

" It's perfectly wonderful ! I can't get over it ; 
it's like talking things over with a familiar spirit who 
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had always haunted me and seen all that I have! '* 

" And what splendid rages the decorator girl 
used to get In, and throw down her keys in the hall 
before anybody and everybody, and rush home; and 
Mr. Merrjrweather used to show the dents in the floor 
to every new person who came to the apartment and 
tell them about it." 

I brooded moodily over the day when she threw 
down her keys forever. Ay de mi! 

Diana watched me anxiously. " I know. She*s 
the only one I'm afraid of — she's so much like me ! " 

I started at the strange thought, and opened my 
mouth to deny it indignantly. But before I could 
speak thought magic had laid down their two charac- 
ters side by side, and with open mouth I stared at 
them running right up to the horizon as parallel as 
the shining tracks of a railroad. But while I looked 
a third rail started out between the others and ran on, 
on, on, as bright and parallel as they ! 

" Yes," said Diana, in that toneless voice which 
accompanies her greatest psychic efforts ; " the third 
rail Is The Yellow House. I'm afraid of her too— 
now. But I never knew before how much alike we 
three were — the same type — ^your type." 

The three rails blazed like three rainbows and 
vanished. I closed my mouth, because I was inca- 
pable of speech, but Diana sighed and said in her 
natural voice: 

" But I'm terribly handicapped ! You're much 
older now, you've arrived and grown very * sot.' One 
of them met you with the romance of war-time and 
adventure about her, and you watched the other 
struggle and succeed In that Bohemian world you 
love so well." She sighed and thought deeply for a 
minute; then she threw back her head proudly and 
her eyes flashed. " But they were only prophets 
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sent before me to teach you I was your type, and 
that you were saved for me.'' 

A chill of fear peussed over me, and I strained my 
ears to hear those cursed hoofs; but I heard only 
Diana's words echoing through my brain; echoing 
and reechoing, beating themselves into consciousness 
and memory. I wandered off in a gloomy reverie, 
stooping and even crawling through dark, cold pas- 
sages and tunnels in the living rock to escape some 
pursuing danger. When I came back Diana was 
kneading my hands and feeding hope and courage 
into me at the tremendous voltage of her life-force. 
When she felt my hands were the same temperature 
as hers, she took one of the copper pythons in her 
left hand and pressed its purple bow against my face. 
I smelled it eagerly, and that subtle, individual odeur 
de femme, well remembered from the occasions when 
I had been forced to hold her in my arms, stole 
through my senses with its train of enticing pictures, 
swelling and empowering her life-force flooding into 
me, till a red tide began to rise in my brain. Then 
she feigned to press the purple bow to my lips, but 
really she pressed the hand which held it. And I 
kissed it, and then sprang up and paced the room, 
wroth with myself; and when she thought my back 
was turned she pressed the spot to her lips. After 
a while she asked carelessly: 

" What were we discussing? Oh, yes ; some of the 
trade-marks on your old sweethearts. That one who 
imagined her conscience to be a familiar spirit, an 
imp, and always set it up on the mantel-piece or the 
rail of the veranda or a convenient rock when she 
settled down with you, and kept alluding to it, must 
have been a very tryin.g person." 

" Trying? Why, the thing was an obsession with 
her, a monomania ; she couldn't get past it. You can 
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pry a woman up to love and romance and make her 
forget her every-day self when she*s all there, all in 
one package ; but when part of her is sitting up out 
of reach, playing audience and mentor to the rest, 
and she can't forget it for a minute, but keeps say- 
ing, * Imp looks so surprised ! ' or * Imp says, " Well, 
Violet, this is something new for you ! '" or * You 
look so mad, Imp is laughing at you ' — why, it gets 
on your nerves till you really believe the cursed thing 
is sitting there, and it distracts your attention and 
cramps your technique." 

** And Imp's mistress was named Violet? " 

** She was not ; but I call her Violet to provoke 
her shade, because that was the name of her most 
hated friend. You see, I took a chance on her too." 

" Perfectly. Then, the one who replied to any 
joke or repartee on herself with a stab of her elbow 
or a kick of her 5% C must have been rather danger- 
ous at your average conversational distance? " 

" Caspita! She could plant the heel of her slipper 
as accurately as a cock can his spur, only with the 
force of a pile-driver ; and her elbow — it was a regu- 
lar armor-piercer and as quick as a heron's bill. Be- 
tween them both, she has kept me mottled black and 
blue through life! That is, used to keep me — ^long 
ago." 

Diana eyed me with an amused smile. *^ Why did 
you take the trouble to tell that lie — to me? " 

I started. " Pipe ! I forgot it was you, and just 
remembered I was talking to a woman." 

She laughed two bars. " How perfectly char- 
acteristic ! But there's one I met in your mind only 
once, bom for an old maid, I'd say, with no joy of 
life, for instead of living over romantic scenes when 
she was there, she stood apart like a mute at a funeral 
and planted a tiny shrub; but in a minute pulled it 
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up again and looked at the roots to see if it had 
growny then sighed and replanted it, and pulled it up 
again, and sighed and went on with the same thing 
over and over, like a maniac/' 

I laughed till the tears came into my eyes. 
" What a perfect picture of — ^we'U call her Jenny ! 
Poor Jenny ! The rest of the family were all joyous 
sports, but she drew the conscience meant for the 
whole generation in a lump. After tremendous 
efforts, I succeeded in planting a tiny slip of interest 
in mc in her heart, right under the edge of the con- 
science rock ; and told her to tend it carefully and it 
would grow to be a tree and split the darned old 
boulder to pieces with its roots. I did it only out of 
regard for the rest of the family." 

Another bar of chimes ! " How noble and disin- 
terested ! " 

" Yes, wasn't it? But poor Jenny was bom under 
a curse to expiate the frailty of the whole family, 
and simply drifted round and round in a futUe, aim- 
less circle, whose centre was the conscience rock; 
and every time she'd pass my little plant she'd pull 
it up and look at the roots to see if it had grown, 
more in fear than hope; then replant it and drift 
on her round. So she'll go on through life, long 
after the plant shrivels to a lifeless root, her orbit 
gradually contracting till her head hits the rock 
and gets knocked soft and silly. But I gave her her 
chance — out of regard for the family ! " 

" Don't you suppose other men ever made love 
to her? " 

" Of course ; but if my cactus couldn^t grow in 
her old-maid soil, what chance had any other plant? " 

" What a perfectly Worden speech ! " 

She fell silent and thought so intently that she 
frowned, while I watched her, curiously wondering 
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what ghost she would flash out of the past. Sud- 
denly I found I could read her thoughts, probably 
becaq^e she went over and over the same thing ; then 
— ^who knows? — perhaps her constant telepathy was 
stretching some sort of permanent psychic chain be- 
tween our minds where messages would yet pass both 
ways? This is the thought I read : 

" Cactus — cactus? Is his love really as selfish 
and cruel as a cactus? What hundreds of miles 
of it I've seen from the car-window out west, of no 
use to man or beast, yet insolently holding the land 
against all other growth ! " 

" It's life, any way," I said ; " better than only 
blistered rock and blinding sand and alkali. We've 
just solved the problem of growing it without spines, 
and sheep and goats will graze through that desert 
some day. But you've seen the same plant growing in 
different hearts to-day. Was it always cactus? " 

She started in terror as she realized I had read 
her thoughts, but as I finished speaking, that wonder- 
ful look which had held me spellbound as Juggernaut 
sprang into the quarry came into her eyes, and she 
whispered with intense emotion : 

" Cactus — cactus ? No, even in the old maid it 
was hot cactus ! And in the others it was flowers and 
soft grass and fields of waving grain and fruit trees 
and particolored bracken and great, restful, protect- 
ing shade-trees. It was all that the land could 
grow! But always cheer, incentive, and precious 
memories. Oh, Paul, make me grow something 
worthy of you ! " and stretched out her arms. 

I walked slowly to the other end of the library and 
opened the blank-book on my desk, then stared at the 
blue-pencil anchor opposite the last written line. 
Long before she spoke and without having heard 
a sound, I knew Diana was standing close behind me. 
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^^ I read your last scene of the three men signing 
the business deal before you came in, and think it's 
splendid. Why, all through it the audience will keep 
their eyes on the package Gorman brought in, think- 
ing what a storm will burst when Olive opens it and 
finds it's her cherished Guarnerius violin, and that her 
husband sold it because he was jealous of her music, 
and thought it was that held her so far above him. 
There he sits before Gorman and Gerard^ putting 
on airs and still trying to cheat and hoodwink them, 
though they know him through and through and hate 
and despise him, and you feel how he would shrivel 
up if he knew Gorman had bought back the violin." 

" Yes, I think it's all right. You see, Olive thinks 
Ditson, the dealer, is just taking longer to glue a 
spot on it than he promised ; and Gorman has brought 
it in a beautiful antique Italian case, and told her 
when be first came In he had bought an old violin and 
wanted her to play it and guess which of the old mas- 
ters made it. As soon as they sign the business 
deal, she will come in and do so, making the last 
scene and climax of Act II." 

Diana clasped her hands in delight. ^^ And think 
how perfectly thrilling it will be while Olive handles 
it and plays it, and they are waiting for her to 
recognize it as her own ! Quick ! Tell me what will 
happen when she does? '* 

" I won't ; you shall wait and see it when it's 
finished. Now let me work." 

" Let me sing you one song to put you in the 
right mood, then I'll fly — that is, if you'll promise me 
one thing.'* " 

"What?" 

" To dine with Aunt Emeline to-night. She's 
really fond of you, and deeply hurt that you haven't 
been near her for ten days," 
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The wile of that Kid! " If you promise not to 
come here to-morrow.'* 

" Done ! " and held out her hand. 

Then she sang — or did she only play? Any way, 
some one had a great work to do, but was prisoned 
and stifling, and a terrible storm comes up which will 
sweep away guards and prison and perhaps himself 
with them, but may give him a chance. Perhaps 
not a storm of nature, but of men — the assault and 
sack of the city or something like that. And if it 
had words, Diana brought in fast approaching 
crashes of thunder or the fight which blotted out 
everything else and seemed to rock the donjon tower. 
As the last chord died away, I began to write furi- 
ously, urged on by a real inspiration; and, except 
for breakfast, I kept it up till I rode with Agnes, 
and then could think or talk of nothing else. Aunt 
Emeline was really hurt, and quite touched my heart, 
but we parted better friends than ever, with a promise 
that she would lunch at the bungalow that week. 
Next day I plunged into my work with the same 
enthusiasm. Ideas seemed to rain down from heaven ; 
that is, secondary ideas, the details, the upholstery, 
the decorations; the living skeleton had long been 
seasoning in my brain. 

Even in the enthusiasm of creation, I became 
acutely conscious of Diana's presence whenever I 
stopped to think or perhaps scratch off a speech in 
the back of my book to see it more plainly. Several 
times I turned sharply and scanned the room, and 
once stuck my head out the west window, and then 
punched the cushions on the divan beside it to be sure 
she was not in ambush there. I stopped this abruptly, 
for something drew me to look at my desk at the 
other end of the room. I did so, and I saw — or, 
rather, I thought I saw But that was the 
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ridiculous part of it, for my desk stood in a blaze 
of sunshine from the east window, such as I love to 
work in, and a three thousand candle-power flaming 
arc-light would have shed just a genial glow in that 
glare. Yet I imagined a sort of luminous shadow 
which was lighter than the sunshine, because it showed 
light against it, hovering at the left side of my desk. 
It had no form and was itself transparent, a mere 
fluctuating volume of highly rarefied and luminous 
gas. Now, every body or thing of our cosmos would 
have thrown a shadow on the floor in that sun-glare, 
but this did not, and was altogether beyond my 
knowledge of optics, and therefore keenly interesting. 
But at the first step I took toward it, it vanished, 
proving to be but an illusion of my over-concentrated 
brain; probably the subconscious mind trying to 
visualize one of my characters when the conscious 
mind had turned off the power for a moment. 

I knew and believed this perfectly, yet when I 
stood at my desk again, I did stretch out my hand 
very cautiously and feel the air on the left side of it! 
As I drew back my hand, I laughed and plunged 
back into my scene of Olive, her violin, and the three 
men; for the violin had far more personality than 
most people. Guamerius in making it gave it part 
of his soul, and every musician who had played it and 
loved it since, up to Olive Thorpe, had added some of 
their souls to it. So of them all, walking, speaking, 
breathing, feeling, known by all my senses, the violin 
was th« real force, the Master Mind who gave me the 
inspiration of the scene and sympathetic understand- 
ing of the other characters, strongest on points where 
their lives touched it ; that mysterious ** Casket of 
Dreams," as Olive calls it. Breakfast passed unre- 
membered, and when at five o'clock I wrote " Cur- 
tain " and the act was finished, I felt I had done 
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something that would give my audience one of those 
precious moments when a climax of romance and 
dramatic power sweeps the spirit from its clogging 
earth-body and for an instant sets it free. 

But when I finished I was all in ; and as the glow 
of triumph faded and I put away my work, I had 
quite a sharp chill ; that's how much nervous energy, 
how much human coal, had been burned to do it. 
I slept ten hours on end, and on my ride next morn- 
ing felt the same enthusiasm for Act II when I 
thought of it ; and when you can do that after sleep- 
ing on it, it's a sure kill. Coming down from my 
shower, I paused to admire the champagne-colored 
effect on the divan. Did that Kid have a pair of 
pumps for every pair of stockings she owned? 

" Diana, sometimes I have a hunch I'd like to 
petrify you and keep you in your characteristic atti- 
tude there, like a painted Greek statue; or maybe 
standing up by the fire, with your hair down and your 
skirts well off the ground." 

"Like this?" and sunk her fingers in her hair 
to tear it down. 

But I was too quick for her, and gripped her 
hands and held them powerless till they loosened their 
hold on the copper strands and pulled out harmlessly. 

** No, you don't ! It's bad enough to imagine you 
that way, without seeing it. Now will you promise to 
behave ? " 

Saucily : " Only while you hold my hands." 

For answer, I held both her wrists with one hand, 
and, tucking her under my other arm, deposited her 
in the hall, shook her, and locked the door in her face. 

In an agonized wail : " Oh, please ! I promise to 
behave. Don't make me be horrid and scream and 
beat on the door. You promised I could come to-day. 
Please ! " 
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I opened the door, and she slipped m and far 
toward my desk. 

*^ I hope you picked me up and shook me because 
you wanted to ; it would please me to have you do so 
every five minutes; but what did I do that was 
wrong? If you treat me as a kid, why shouldn't 
I wear short skirts and my hair down and look as 
cute as I can ? Yet when I do you preach at me for 
not having proper womanly modesty at my age. But 
when I behave like a woman and want my hand held 
or something, you say I'm too much of a kid. You're 
perfectly illogical ! " 

^' Diana, it's a long time since I was fool enough 
to try to hide anything from you, and I hasten to 
admit that you are fundamentally right. But, un- 
fortunately, there is a wide gulf, a tedious hiatus, 
between the pretty child you are with your hair down, 
and the young woman <of twenty-three, or twenty- 
two, or maybe sometimes twenty-one, with no game 
law on her." 

Fiercely : " And do you think I'm going to stay 
dead all that time and not love anybody till I'm 
twenty-one, or -two, or -three? " 

" I prayerfully hope you may, and that during 
the interval you will concentrate your splendid energy 
on building up your mind and body to be, not a 
woman when you come into your kingdom, but a 
queen." 

" I'm very fond and proud of that speech, but — 
my fairy prince came and lifted me off Medea a few 
years too soon for your ladylike plan." 

I chuckled to think how Tad's chest would have 
stuck out if she had called him her fairy prince, and 
carefully flattened mine. Nothing is more becoming 
than modesty to a man successful in nK)st of his 
undertakings ! 
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" Did Miss Pollock enjoy her ride? " she flashed. 

" Oh, crazy about it — though it was the first 
time she had ever ridden astride. She nearly wept 
at the thought of her swell habit hanging in the 
closet, but I told her no side-saddles on my horses." 

** I should hope not ! But I suppose she gave 
that as an excuse for dismounting and resting pretty 
often?" 

" She never mentioned it, but I made her once, 
and we discovered the most charming nook in all the 
Catskills.*' 

" Pooh! I bet I know fifty better! '' 

" There's no trail to this one, and we only chanced 
on it by walking the horses up the bed of a brook, 
about a hundred yards from the road. It*s a perfect 
fairy green, with the shortest, softest turf I ever 
saw, and right beside it the biggest balsam pine, with 
thick branches so low you can hardly sit up under 
them, and their needles have covered the moss and 
grass underneath so that it's always dry. Why, you 
look up a bend of the brook and listen to it laugh 
and chatter, and expect fairies and dryads to come 
out and dance every minute. Agnes christened it 
The Balsam Parlor." 

Her teeth gritted. " Did the Pollock wear boots 
and breeches ? " 

I answered peevishly, as one who sees a fine bit of 
description wasted: "No, she didn't. She hadn't 
time to get them." 

" Then I don't care how long she lolled on the 
floor of the Balsam Parlor, for I know you couldn't 
make love to a woman in a divided skirt. They're too 
hideous ! " 

I chuckled happily. " YouVe no idea how much 
Agnes can get out of a divided skirt ! " 



256 DIANA ARDWAY 

" Huh ! Just to show she wore silk tights under 
it!'* 

I spoke sternly. ** Agnes can wreathe a divided 
skirt round her as an Athenian woman would a taga." 

" What arrant flattery ! " 

** No flattery at all ; and, even if she'd worn a 
toga I shouldn't have made love to her ; my interest 
in her is entirely professional. She can make a star 
actress, or I'm no dramatist ; and I need her for my 
plays. The drama in the abstract needs her, and 
my efforts art bent solely upon convincing her of 
that fact." 

" Oh, I know all that by heart! For every girl 
you take a fancy to, you drive a new hook in the wall 
and label it with your common interest : drama, music, 
literature, art, whatever possibility you see in her. 
But the girl always ends by hanging her best on it 
and labelling it love.''* 

I fell back on the divan and contorted myself 
with glee. " Well, Diana," I gasped, " you are cer- 
tainly hanging some charming fireworks of wit on 
yours. May I ask what I labelled it originally? " 

Her eyes flashed. ** I drove my own hook and 
labelled it myself, and your best shall hang on it ! " 

I spoke ruefully : " Diana, it's neither good man- 
ners nor good sanitation to kill a laugh as dead as 
that ; the pit of my stomach feels all fallen in. Wha- 
what is my — what is your hook labelledj* " 

" Diana Worden, and that's where your hat will 
hang! " 

I got unsteadily to my feet, but managed to walk 
away from that divan pretty fast. She followed me, 
and said scathingly : 

" Get to your work, and try to remember you^re 
a man, not a rabbit ! " 

I got to my work, but Diana leaned over my left 
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shoulder. " I shut myself up in my den all yesterday 
morning and willed with all my might to help your 
scene and inspire you; did it do any good? " 

" Caspita! Something did ; the Muse just swished 
round me, a real inspiration; wait till you read the 
last scene! " 

"Then, you think I helped? There's a special 
reason why I ask about yesterday." 

** I really believe you did. There doesn't seem 
to be any end to your will power or your psychic 
force, and, as you had the outline I was working on, 
it was a splendid chance." 

Her eyes fixed themselves on mine and bored into 
me; actually, I felt both her physical and psychic 
vision looking me through and through, yet each per- 
fectly distinct. 

" Why should there be any end to it when I use 
it for the good of the being I love best? " 

I took an uneasy step backward, physically and 
mentally. " I — ^I don't know." 

" Did you notice anything peculiar or unusual 
yesterday morning at about half -past ten? " 

A different and more disquieting anxiety came 
over me, and I had to moisten my lips before I could 
speak« 

** No," I muttered ; " nothing at all ; " and 
glanced uneasily at the empty air to the left of my 
desk. 

A flash of exultation shot from her eyes as she 
stretched out her hand to where I had looked and 
almost screamed: 

" Yes, there — there ! At last I have really come 
to you! Oh, how wonderful! Now do you believe 
there is any end to what we can do together? " 

My forehead grew cold and clammy, and I knew 
17 



258 DIANA ABDWAY 

perspiration had broken out on It, but I managed 
to say, " Nonsense ! '* 

" You fool ! " she hissed. " I stood here yester- 
day and saw you stare at me from the other end of 
the room; and now I read it all over again in your 
mind — how you couldn't recognize it as me, and so 
tried to believe it a hallucination." 

" And that's all there was to it ! My eyes simply 
blurred for a moment from the strain of writing in 
lead-pencil in that sun-glare, and now you're reading 
the fact by telepathy." 

" I tell you, I'd locked myself in my den and willed 
to be here and help you with all my power, and sud- 
denly I fainted, or, at least, everything grew black, 
and I knew nothing till I stood here, on the left of 
your desk, and you were staring at me from over 
there. The terrible strain was off my mind, and I 
felt just «s you say you do in those dreams when 
you can fly." 

" Couldn't it have been a dream, Diana? " 

" Could we both dream the same thing when you 
know you were awake and standing up ? I was sitting 
in a chaii* without arms, leaning both elbows on my 
desk, holding my head in my hands, and simply went 
out like a candle. After I'd been here about two 
minutes the candle lit again, and I came to lymg on 
the floor, with the chfidr beside me." 

"Good Lord!" 

" I never felt so tired and weak in my life. I was 
nearly dead — as if I had played tennis all day, then 
swum a couple of hours, then memorized some difficult 
music for hours more. I straightened out on the 
floor and fell into such a deep sleep that they had 
to pound and pound on the door to wake me for lunch. 
But when I managed to crawl to the table I ate twice 
a» much as Tad ever didj then went back and slept 
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till they woke me for dinner» when I ate just as much, 
and slept through till eight o'clock this morning. 
Do you suppose that ever happened to me before? " 
" No, and I believe you really did it. But you 
see what a devastating effort it cost you, and that 
to try it again till you have had a long, long rest, 
might break down your health or shatter your 



reason.'' 



She brooded a moment, " But I wasn't tired up 
to the time I fainted; it was that two minutes here 
which took it out of me." 

" We can only suppose that the actual projection 
of your astral body, or Ka, or whatever it was, used 
up a tremendous amount of dynamic energy, like 
discharging a Leyden jar. You positively must not 
make the slightest psychic effort to-day." 

" But I feel strong and buoyant ^gain, and just 
burning to read that last scene ! " 

Opening my blank-book at hazard, she pressed 
her left fingers on the page and fixed her eyes in a 
glassy stare out the east window, the sunshine flood- 
ing us both. In about twelve seconds she began to 
turn the leaves forward very rapidly, never changing 
her expression or the direction of her glance ; stopped 
and placed her left forefinger on the entrance of 
Thorpe, which begins the scene where he, Gorman, 
and Gerard sign the deal for the sale of the factories, 
and began to read aloud in that expressive but 
slightly unnatural tone, the finger keeping pace with 
the thought. Twice she stopped and made excellent 
suggestions, which I accepted and noted down in the 
two inches of blank space I always leave at the foot 
of my pages. Then she began the last scene, where 
Olive Thorpe recognizes as her own the violin Gorman 
has brought her to try, and learns that Thorpe sold 
it to the dealer, who was regluing a tiny spot on it. 
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Diana read it through to the end of the act with- 
out a pause or change of expression, except that two 
rose-leaves came into her cheeks and grew brighter 
and brighter and she breathed more and more rapidly. 
As her finger stopped at the word " curtainy** her 
rigid attitude slowly relaxed and she clasped her 
hands over the book and lowered her head with a 
deep sigh. After at least a minute, she raised her 
eyes to mine. They were quite black, and full of 
tears to the brim. Mine had run over, down both 
cheeks, and were nearly dry. The first time you hear 
a good bit of your own work read aloud, it's very 
searching. When she spoke her voice was very low 
and had wonderful little harmonies through it, vibrat- 
ing down into her heart. 

" I didn't suppose that just written words ccaild 
lift you so far above the earth. Think what it will 
be actually to see it happen before your eyes — ^when 
Olive examines the beautiful old Italian case Mr, 
Gorman has brought her violin in, and praises its 
fine points like the connoisseur and artist she is, and 
says sD wistfully she wishes her darling had such a 
cradle; and all the time you know that it is her 
darling inside, and that her husband has sold it ! " 

" But, Diana, haven't you any suggestions to 
make? Such a bom musician as you are can put 
finer shading on Olivers feelings than I." 

She stamped her foot and her eyes flashed. ** No, 
there isn't a word to change ! It all came out in one 
piece from somewhere, and shan't be touched. Why, 
when I see her on the stage take the violin out of its 
case and begin to examine it, I shall scream from 
nervousness. And when she says it's not a Stradi- 
varius, nor an Amati, nor made by Cremona of 
Cremona — why, it's a Guamerius, the twin sister of 
her own darling — ^why, it is her own darling! — and 
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kisses it and coddles it and tucks it under her chin 
and talks to it, I shall burst out sobbing. Then she 
smiles so gaily at Mr. Gorman and says he planned 
a clever hoax but couldn't fool her, she knew her 
own child ; and he says gravely it wasn't a hoax, and 
the first flash of terror shows in her eyes. Then I 
shall stop sobbing and breathing and everything else 
till she learns the whole truth and sees the bill of 
sale her husband gave the dealer. 

" At first she is only utterly stunned and sorrow- 
ful, because her father gave her the violin, besides 
its being, as she says, her soul, her other self. And 
Mr. Gorman can't stand seeing her suffer, any more 
than Gerard can, and tells her he bought it in to sell 
it back to her when it was safe to do so. She can't 
speak a word of thanks, and from that moment her 
scorn and hatred of Thorpe fill her heart like a 
flood!" 

Diana had forgotten who she was, even that there 
was a world. She was Olive Thorpe in Thorpe^s 
library, and felt and acted every detail of the scene 
so vividly that words were superfluous; but they 
poured on with burning earnestness : 

" And Thorpe orders Mr. Gorman to take the 
violin out of his house or he will break it into 
kindling-wood; but Gorman says Olive shall play it 
once first, and hands it to her with the bow. Thorpe 
forbids her to touch it, but with all her scorn and 
hate blazing from her eyes she plays " 

Diana darted to the piano and struck into the 
very wildest and most triumphant motif I ever heard 
— ^better than the one she played to inspire me — and 
stopped with a crashing discord. 

" Thorpe catches her bow hand, and as she 
wrenches it free the bow snaps. She draws it back 
to cut him across the face, but controls herself and 
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throws it at his feet. Gerard brings her another bow 
from her violin cabinet and stands in front of Thorpe 
and says, 'And I told Mr. Gorman in this room to- 
day that you were bom a gentleman ! ' Then Olive's 
soul and all the souls in Guamerius's violin join in a 
wonderful hymn of triumph!'' 

And Diana played on from where she struck the 
discord and carried me up, up, up ! till I saw under 
me the kingdom of the Drama covering a world. 



CHAPTER Xin 

MEBBYWEATHEB 

MERRY arrives to-morrow; alone, I trust, but 
I have fears. He has just wired that in- 
stead of coming on the one o'clock West 
Shore and Stenog & Saleslady train, he would take 
the Albany night boat, landing at Catskill at five 
A.M., up the funicular railway to Otis Summit and 
here by the Chipmimk at seven. The ominous words 
in the wire were the last two, " Beautiful moon." 
The idea of Merry caring enough about the most 
beautiful moon that ever hung over Andalusia to 
write it in a telegram, though it brought it only up 
to eight words, was simply preposterous. No, they 
were a sinister warning! Certainly he is not going 
on that boat alone, for he doesn't indulge in chance 
conquests any more than I do ; neither of us is " a 
breaker-in of open doors," as the French say. That's 
settled, but the question is, will he get off alone? Not 
that he could be having an affair with any person 
of the impossible classes — that's one of the greatest 
bonds between us. Whoever she is, you could cer- 
tainly introduce her to your family; probably she's 
quite well known socially, travelling with friends or 

family Bones of Becket! Suppose he should 

be bringing two Jiere^ to chaperon each other! 

I'm getting so near-famous and have had so much 
advertising this summer that I've suppressed all 
" joy visits " at the bungalow, to please Mrs. Grundy. 
I don't know which would be the hardest to explain : 
one grass-widow or such at the bimgalow whom I 
could blame altogether on Merry, but couldn't 

263 
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^^ explain " at all ; or two charmers, at least one of 
whom would be married or divorced, to chaperon all 
hands properly, but whom Mrs. Grundy and Agnes 
and Aimt Emeline would certainly blame on me? 
With burning ears and chilly feet, I paced the library, 
trying to decide which horn of this dilemma I'd rather 
be hung on. Not being able to, I left it to Fate, and 
went on with my work. By six o'clock I finished 
typing Act II, with a polish on it in which I could 
see no flaw. Also Act III is one-third written; so 
no wonder the eight days since Tad left have passed 
like a dream, and I'm looking forward to Merry's 
arrival to let up a little on work and join him in one 
glorious campaign of spoliation. 

Next to my work, Agnes looms up as the bright- 
est memory of that time. She and I have gotten far 
enough along to eliminate bluff, and sail on, not 
exactly peacefully — say, adventurously — side by side 
under our own colors; and that's a long ways to 
bring a woman in less than three weeks ! In wits she's 
better than Marjorie, but behind Diana; in looks and 
style, they are all three A 1, and it's simply a matter 
of taste; in power of feeling, Agnes is again in the 
middle, but of course Marjorie is a successful actress 
and can't utterly forget it even when she thinks I'm 
falling out the window ! This and Diana's being still 
a Game Law Kid, leaves Agnes far and away the 
realest woman, most worthy of a man's love; and 
in her heart I'm sure she has already decided — I 
mean, I'm very hopeful that she'll go on the stage, 
and am prayerfully considering casting her for the 
role of the Bachelor Girl in my new play, " The * A ' 
String." 

Diana has never been less troublesome. I knew 
Merry would want to play tennis, so she, Agnes, some 
fourth, and I have played doubles every afternoon at 
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four-thirty, and I soon got in practice. But the 
two blondes can smear me and any other girl In the 
club, and are working into a crack team; always so 
scrupulously polite to each other as to suggest two 
duelists coming on the field. This forced Agnes to 
get up at six or lose her rides (she got), and, with- 
out any action on my part, they tacitly agreed to ride 
with me on alternate mornings ; only, on Agnes days 
Diana spent the forenoon at the bungalow and 
stopped to breakfast. 

She had shown such good taste about Act II, that 
I several times talked with her about Act III; and 
combating her suggestions and objections, which she 
valiantly defended, made me sure of exactly what I 
wanted, and saved a lot of time and thought ; though 
sometimes she hit on the very thing I had intended 
to do from the beginning, but had temporarily for- 
gotten. In such cases, there was great danger of her 
getting puffed up; some people would have gone 
yapping around that they were collaborating with 
me ! With me, Paul Worden ! But Diana has played 
house long enough in my mind never to yap, any 
more than Merryweather would, and her wits get 
into team-plays with mine the way his handsome 
carcass does with my more highly organized body; 
only, I never have to divide the spoils with her. That 
suggests the disquieting thought that she may be 
charging them up to me ! A few times in my work 
I butted into a solid stone wall which my head 
couldn't dent, and I'd get her to play or sing. In. 
ten or fifteen minutes I'd find I'd mistaken a curtain 
of mist for a stone wall, and be charging through it 
forgetful of her existence ! 

It was during this week that I became convinced 
of the disquieting fact that Diana's pull with Yuan- 
kai was second only to mine; indeed, I wouldn't dare 
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call for a show-down for fear of finding it first to 
mine! When we three are alone together, I often 
catch out of the comer of my eye or in the mirror 
the same expression of admiration on his face with 
which he greeted me the first day she came to the 
bungalow; only now, caspita! It embraces us both, 
impartially and collectively. This is another reason 
why I long for Merry's protecting bulk, which will 
efi^ectively block her ofi^. I know her elfin grace can 
never fascinate his thoroughly primitive nature, 
nor her subtle and whimsical mind control his simple, 
direct, and obstinate one. Still, l\e seen so many 
gallant masts of hope shot away at the deck by her 
fire, that I await their meeting with poignant anxiety. 

I have carefully prejudiced Merry against her by 
writing her praises and promising to save her for 
him and do his " Advance Agent '^ work with her ; 
because Merry, being very primitive, has the sus- 
picion of the savage or brutal peasant, and when you 
seem too anxious for him to do something, he thinks 
you're trying to put up a game on him and does 
the opposite. To crack up a girl and say she's crazy 
to meet him is generally enough to make him fear and 
hate her. But all signs fail with Diana — even a 
Worden! So I fell asleep very blue and nervous. 

Heads and shoulders in all stages of unprepared- 
ness were stuck out of windows as Yuan-kai, Duke, 
and I passed up the street on our way to the depot 
at six-forty-five. If a girl has good arms and a 
wad of hair, she can't be caught in a more becoming 
position than with them raised over her head, one 
grasping her thatch and the other her brushy Each 
called to her roommate or mates — for our mountain 
air permits of pretty close packing — that the Man 
Rumor of an expected guest for me must be true, as 
the whole family had turned out to do some one 
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honor; and many darted from the windows to dive 
into their clothes and get an early chance at him as he 
swung off the car-step. 

A score of girls were chattering on the Chipmunk 
platform; but expected friends and friends' friends 
were forgotten as they crowded round us to confirm 
the Man Rumor at first hand in three questions: 
Was he honest and truly coming? How long was he 
going to stay? And, mindful of the gold brick 
Tad had proved, did he know Miss Ardway? Vast 
was the relief at my assurance that he was surely 
coming, to stay all August, and that he did not 
know Miss Ardway, and would certainly detest her! 
A few in irrelevant curiosity asked his name. The 
little narrow-gauge locomotive whistled for the 
Antlers station a mile away, and seething excitement 
swept us; the toy train of one car, with a baggage 
compartment, came zipping down the grade, and as 
it was full of females, my heart skipped* some beats 
in terror as to how many of them might be Merry's. 

A giant bulk in a well-fittin.g gray tweed stood 
on the lowest step of the rear platform, completely 
obliterating it, and as he came opposite the bunch 
around us he tossed a kit-bag over our heads into 
a row of fixed benches at the back of the platform, 
and, calling, " Head 'enii, Paul ! " charged us with 
arms spread wide. I saw his object and spread mine 
in their rear and braced myself for the shock. A 
dozen giggling, screaming girls, propelled by Merry, 
catapulted into me and slid my braced feet along the 
boards as if I'd had on roller-skates. But, with the 
subtlety of the oriental, Yuan-kai grasped the situa- 
tion, and, pointing to the comer formed by the row 
of benches and the side of the depot, called : 

" Here, Sefior, in the comer! " 
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In a twinkling, we had them penned in there, 
squeezed quite breathless. 

" All step up to the Captain's desk and pay your 
forfeit ! " called Merry, and began kissin^g them and 
then letting them escape under his arms. 

The crowd yelled with joy, and an Amazonian tide 
poured down the steep street from the village to 
see what was going. Suddenly I saw in the bunch 
the stem, aristocratic features, crowned with gray 
hair, of a spinster who must have come from some 
villa in Twilight Park or the exclusive Squirrel Inn, 
and I shuddered to think what lay before my chum. 
But a moment later a surge of the plastic mass 
forced her to its periphery against my encircling 
arms, and I dropped one to let her escape. Instead, 
she gave an angry snort, and bored back to the cen- 
tre of the maelstrom ! Spectators dropped from the 
trees and sprang up from the ground ; the conductor 
held the train, and the engineer and the fireman 
climbed on the coal in the tender for a better view; 
the cheering rose to a roar, and only the crowd's 
own pressure kept it from vaporizing with the heat. 

Thrice the train crew cried in ecstasy, " The old 
gal's next ! " and my heart reneged a beat to see 
that Merry's ordeal was upon him. 

But no, youth and agility squeezed ahead of the 
Dangerous Age every time, tiU she stood last and 
alone in the narrowed circle. Did my chum and ex- 
brother officer quail or hesitate.'^ To the honor of the 
Regiment, nol 

A roar rose from the crowd, which stunned me 
for an instant, and when I could see clearly I found 
the roof of the platform had settled in a thicket of 
young spruce trees, quite uninjured. Visible and 
ponderable noise rose from the mob, and in his en- 
thusiasm the engineer held his whistle open with one 
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hand and rang his bell with the other. Chancing to 
glance toward the locomotive, I saw a familiar figure 
whirling a kodak round his head by the strap and 
stepping a wild buck-dance with the fireman on top 
of the coal. 

Then we surged toward the village, filling the 
street from fence to fence. Behind us, the belated 
train started on for Tannersville ; but as it's the only 
one on the seven-mile line and just runs back and 
forth, it can stop for refreshments or a man's hat 
without danger of collisions. As we neared the top 
of the hill, screams, squeals, and gasps of compres- 
sion? camcf from the left of the crowd, and that famil- 
iar figure with the camera flying behind burst 
through and dashed into the telegraph office. Now I 
recognized him : he was the Armenian man, the sleuthy 
reporter of Juggernaut's Odyssey! Visions of half- 
page heads in the evening papers, " A Dramatist's 
Pastimes in the Catskills," clammied my brow, but 
when I tried to wipe it I found I had Brown Eyes 
on one arm and the Red Head on the other — for the 
Other Man had gone back to work. 

Looking for Merry, I saw he had slipped each 
arm through the arms of three girls, whom he held 
in a rigid lock-step column on either side, while he 
talked over his shoulder to a dense-packed Rear 
Guard, and now and then urged on a compact Ad- 
vance Guard with his knee — this is perfectly correct 
in the mountains — where only men of action and 
initiative are wanted. So many farewells had to be 
said at each gate that Marty beat us to the bungalow 
with the luggage; and Merry cam^ down from his 
shower in knickers and soft-collared outing shirt, 
looking as handsome as a Fairy Prince, and as strong 
as a Titan. Gallo would renew his acquaintance 
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with real work ! With the third forkful of Spanish 
omelet poised in the air, I remembered : 

" Who the devil was * Beautiful Moon,* who made 
yon come by the boat? " 

" Something that would make your eyes bulge 
and mouth water, son ; lots of class, but real nature 
underneath." 

" You could have saved the class on the Albany 
boat!" 

" I tell you, it was the real thing in the bosom of 
its family ; due to meet their motor to-day and mote 
into the Berkshires." 

** Oh ! How did you pry it away? " 

"Well, I pried it. I'll bet it has dark rings 
under its eyes this morning! " 

" Punk ! Probably looking for trouble already ! 
But you scared me into a duck fit, for fear you'd 
bring it here." 

** And have you pry it away from me with your 
fake romance and literasewer ! " 

" Did I ever jump a claim you had on. a woman? " 

** Well, no, not exactly ; but you've put a sort of 
delayed fermentation microbe in their beads which 
turned them over to you later on, after they'd tired 
of me." 

I fairly sputtered. "What! I pot your cripples ? 
I play jax^kal to your lion? " 

** Now, you know darned well I never crippled 
anything in my life. Every woman gets tired of me 
before I do of her and gives me the cast. I only 
care about mechanics and surgery, and can't keep 
'em pumped full of love and sentiment and the Muse, 
the way you do." 

" You're as brutal and primitive as a Cave Man, 
and woman has been out of the cave for a thousand 
generations ! " 
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" Just the same, a good many come peeking round 
to see me sit up and crack bones! I don't have to 
wind tire-tape round a baseball bat and go out on 
the street and knock 'em down and drag 'em there." 

** I should think not ! Why, your looks are 
enough to win half the women. Then, you have such 
a reputation as a savage, they're just dam' curious 
enough to want to see you crunch bones once — or two 
or three times — ^but you can't hold them with that 
for a steady diet." 

Merry banged his huge fist on the table, so that 
the crockery bounced twice. " Don't I know it? But 
I can't waste my time toting women round in my 
aeroplane or think up the string of lies you jolly 
yours with." 

" Lies ! Lies ! When an intelligent and magnetic 
woman inspires your most original and poetic 
thoughts, and you share them with her because they 
are really half hers, do you call that lying? " 

**Lies, guff, buncombe, gammon; you're the 
champion hot-air artist of the age ! " 

I banged the table so hard, the crockery bounced 
three times. " I'll take any girl we both know whom 
you ever rushed, for judge, and bet you one hundred 
dollars she'll say you talked twice as much to her as 
I ever did. Why, I go off into trances and forget 
they're alive, or dream they're somebody else, but 
you keep the air shimmering with heat like a sandy 
canon on a Cuban noon." 

" But I don't teU 'em any lies." 

" You would if you could think them up ! How 
many times at one of our parties have I seen you 
take a new girl off and hide her for a couple of 
hours; and when you joined the crowd again heard 
one of the old girls say, * Pid Merry give you his 
famous hot-air treatment ? ' " 
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*^ I'd rather sit there and smoke and listen to 
them talk, but thej don't know any sense, and I have 
to keep the ball going." 

*^ Surgery is kind of an intimate subject to dis- 
cuss with a strange girl — if she's not a trained nurse 
or a doctor — and might not fire all the romance and 
poetry of her nature.'^ 

" Dam it ! Dcm't I know it and try to steer clear 
of it for the first two times? " 

" For you, that's a magnificent concession to the 
subtlety of woman's nature! There remains me- 
chanics to charm and interest her." 

"What's the matter with mechanics? Isn't 
everybody interested in planes and motor-cars now- 
adays, and couldn't I talk it to a convent full of 
nims? " 

" You emphatically could, and I think you'd 
hold their attention for a week if the light was good 
enough for them to feast their eyes on your manly 
form, and those features about which a woman once 
asked me at a reception, * Who is the man with the 
strong, pure face leaning against the wall ? ' " 

" A-w, dry up ! " 

" Dry up — when I have just broached your favor- 
ite subject, and bum to blazon its possibilities? 
Never ! When you talk to a strange girl about double 
ignition, she'll enthuse and cry, * I know ! It's like a 
double-play in baseball ! ' or she'll blush and look 
down and think of some villain in a book who led a 
double life. When you mention the torque you de- 
velop on the shaft, she'll stand her ground and ask, 
* Isn't it very expensive? ' and when you touch on 
wing-warping she'll sympathize and whisper, * What 
a pity! I suppose it's the sun warps them; couldn't 
you fly in the shade?' " 

"A-w, bite it off!" 
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" Never ! I could purl on perennially and show 
how each word of the great science would call forth a 
characteristic answer from any girl. Why, she'd 
soon warm up to the subject and flood you with orig- 
inal questions: Is your costume becoming, and does 
pressing the pedals make your feet big? Does your 
aeroplane have much tire trouble? Supposing your 
plane caught fire and your gasoline tank exploded 
■while you were three miles high over a beautiful 
forest, could you fly safely past it and not set it on 
fire?'" 

** Stop your drooling ! " 

** Then, think how she would revel in the latest 
thing of all, the sleeve-valve Knight motor! Why, 
every woman wears sleeves, and you'd start a breath- 
less discussion as to how they were cut, and whether 
Knight was as chic as Paquin, and were they any- 
thing like raglan or kimono sleeves, and what a pity 
they had gone out, they were so easy to fit ! And if 
she wore short sleeves at the time and had a good arm, 
. you could explain the system to her by slipping the 
former up and down the latter. Why, you ought to 
break through all the skim ice and land on the main 
floe and get your saws out and begin to cut it — all 
at one sitting!'* 

Merry beamed. "That's a good idea, and I'm 
strong for the Knight motor; though I believe the 
final engine will be either two-cycle or rotary, or 
combine both." 

" But touch it lightly. Merry, touch it lightly. 
Give them a chance to ask questions and interest 
themselves — ^it's a lot easier than doing it for them! 
Put a little violet extract in your carburetor and 
feed a good voltage romance to your spark-plugs." 

"Huh! I suppose you'd use theatrical grease- 
18 
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paint in the grease-cups ! " and in disdain he got up 
and lit a cigarette. 

I punched and hugged him in delirious joy; it's 
such a novel sensation for him to get back at me like 
that. He shook me off. 

"Are you touched in the head? Get down to 
business and tell me what game youVe marked 
down." 

" Well, this morning you saw only about twenty 
per cent, of the girls round Haines Falls, and those 
at Laurel House are much better; then, there are 
about fifteen himdred round Tannersville, and beyond 
it Marjorie and Bertha Marston in their bimgalow." 

" Marjorie could never tell me from the ground, 
but the other one's the real goods — only, that fat 
chap's always tagging round after her." 

" Oh, Fleming? He's jus.t gone down, and she'll 
be unattached all August." 

"Lead me to it!" 

" Then, there are a lot of society girls through 
the parks, who come to the Tennis Club." 

" Grood ! I hope you're fit ; I want to come down 
ten pounds up here." 

" But, best of all, the Ardway girl, whom neither 
Tad nor I could dent. The man who wins her will 
own a box of tricks he'll never get to the bottom of." 

Merry^s eyes closed slightly, the pupils con- 
tracted, his long, straight nose seemed to grow longer 
and more pointed, giving him a crafty and suspicious 
expression. 

** You seem darned anxious to palm that girl on 
me; what's the matter with her? " 

" Matter, you idiot ! I'd have been as proud as 
a peacock to have her marry Tad and come into the 
family, that's how much there is the matter with 
her!" 
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" Why don't you marry her yourself? " 

" I'm too old ; but you're two years younger 
than I." 

"Huh! What's two years?" 

"A whole lot, and you have an assured income 
fronu trust funds; so nobody could say you were 
marrying her for her money." 

" Why does she have to be married? " 

** I only thought of it in connection with Tad — 
it was you suggested it for us. Win her first, and 
decide what you'll do with her afterwards." 

Merry's fox-like expression grew more marked, 
and one side of his lip raised enough to show the 
point of his eye-tooth in a snarl. 

" You've been working up a game all summer to 
palm that girl on me, but I let you know I'm wise, 
and you'll never do it. You've worked it too often 
before." 

" Because you've won eight or ten girls away 
from me by being Johnny-on-the-spot and seizing 
the psychological moment when they were jealous 
of some other girl and in their rage and pique wanted 
to do an3rthing that would hurt me: do you call that 
palming them ofi^ on you ? Rather, I call it disloyalty 
in you to jump my claims ! " 

" Disloyalty? Huh! Don't you flatter yourself 
your little theatre plays fooled me, if they did the 
rest of the gang! When you were tired of a girl, 
you deliberately worked her up till she was crazy 
with jealousy and then threw us together at a small 
party of four or six; or, if it was a large party, 
fixed a date for me to bring her; and that meant 
taking her to dinner and sympathizing with her tale 
of woe about you and probably getting my shoulder 
soaked with tears. Or I had to take her home after 
the party ; and, coming or going, we'd have to stop 
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for something' I'd forgotten at my place, or she'd 
give me a date. But you made the psychological 
moment and pushed us into it." 

I rolled on the divan with laughter. **0h, 
Merry! If I could stage a scene of you, the Cave 
Man, digging in your heels and nails to hold yourself 
back from the psychological moment toward which 
some Titian blonde or raven-haired houri was pulling 
you while I pushed, they'd paste my name over 
Moli^re on the Roll of Drama! " 

But Merry's bump of humor is not his long suit, 
and he went on doggedly : ** I tell you that's dead 
straight! You just worked 'em off on me; and the 
proof is that you never took any of 'em bade, though 
they all tried to make you — some the very next day ; 
and if you hadn't wanted to break with 'em, you 
would have." 

I felt my soft collar getting warm. " Merry, 
you certainly are a throw-back of about one himdred 
generations. Only the mind of a savage could be so 
inherently suspicious. All of our crowd, those girls 
themselves, see it as I do, and blame you for jumping 
my claim. The jury of your peers is unanimous 
against you; and, if you know it or not, I've often 
heard them allude to somebody in this room as a 
jackal." 

"You twisted things round and fooled 'em into 
believing it — ^you could make 'em believe anything." 

" Thanks ; but I shall never be dramatist enough 
to make thera believe your side of the story; and if 
you ever find anybody with a mind enough like youi^ 
to believe it, they will at least call you an ungrateful 
pup for quarrelling with the goose who laid the 
golden eggs for you." 

" I'm not quarrelling ; I'm only discussing it." 

** To attribute unworthy motives to others to 
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salve your own guilty conscience, is over the limit 
of friendly discussion.'* 

" I know what I know ; you can't bamboozle me ! 
And, any way, I didn't get much good out of *em; 
some tried to get back to you next day, and none of 
'em stuck to me more than two or three months ; and 
all of 'em switched round again to thinking you a 
little tin god on wheels and hating me." 

" What did you expect.'^ From either your point 
of view or mine, the women certainly used you as a 
tool to satisfy their pique and rage against me; 
and when they cool off after one of those balloon 
ascensions and find things done which can't be un- 
done, they're liable to pretty severe remorse, and be- 
fore and harder than they hate and blame themselves, 
they hate and blame the tool ; so the poor dub hasn't 
one chance in ten of holding them. Therefore, if you 
kept any of them several months, it proves there was 
natural selection and romantic attraction between 
you, and utterly disproves your injurious suspicions. 
The discussion is closed." 

** Oh, you're a hot-air artist, but you can't 
bamboozle me ! " 

** Only because I can't bamboozle those boulders 
at the bottom of the Clove, or a mud flat ! " 

" Hub, smarty ! " 

** Yes, I have won an intellectual and moral vic- 
tory, and incidentally digested a for me unusually 
heavy breakfast." 

Through the west window came Diana's silver 
yodle. Merry turned his head to listen. 

** Why, some skirt is faking your La Finca cattle- 
call! But she's got it all wrong." 

Wrong? Shades of Muses and of Music ! Was 
that all he could hear in that strain of audible sun- 
shine, that elfin hymn of joy ? I gazed at him in new 
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admiration; surely Diana's subtleties would glance 
harmlessly from this Cave Man, and in his ruthless 
materialism I would find an impregnable defense at 
last, when all others had failed me. Now the yodle 
paused for an instant, then came back low and sweet, 
the perfect imitation of an echo. Loud and clear 
in the hall now, then the faint sweet echo, and Diana, 
in white, was among us. Out of the comer of my 
eye, I saw that Merry regarded her stonily, while 
she embraced us both in a smile of springtime. 

" Good-moming, Disma ; this is Merryweather.'* 

** Fve been so curious to see what you were like, 
that I thought you'd never come ; " and gave him her 
hand. 

Merry took it with the same stony expression 
which really makes his face as cold and pure as some 
Greek statue's. But instead of shaking it and drop- 
ping it, he gripped it and spun her round like a top, 
and turned to me angrily. 

" I want a chuck-steak to sink my teeth in, not a 
cream-pufF to blow 'way ! " 

Some electric effects shot from her eyes, thwi she 
smiled, slowly and dangerously. I stood like a man 
who has seen the dead rise before himu Diana had 
failed! My amazement was the measure of how little 
I had really dared hope for this miracle. Then I 
looked over my body as if to be sure that some 
visible, physical fetters had fallen from me. Child- 
like disappointment clouded the Kid's face almost to 
tears and brought a catch in her voice. 

"But Paul said all summer that you would like 
me, and that we'd make up such joUy foursomes with 
Agnes Pollock or Miss Sinclair ! " 

" Well, he can't deliver the goods, that's all. I 
want a woman to hug, not a watch-charm to 
twiddle!" 
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I yelled with glee, as only a freed slave can ; but 
Diana stuck to her r61e. 

** Wait till you see how well I ride Bruja, and 
play tennis, and climb where you could never follow 
me ; and I'm such a cheerful little companion, always 
laughing and singing. Please, please, like me enough 
to make up a foursome. Fm so lonesome ! " 

But Merry had only heard one word. "You — 
ride Bruja?" He fairly gasped. Then his sus- 
picious mind got busy, and he turned to me with fine 
manly anger in his eyes. ** Why should that kid ride 
Bruja? What is she to you? Have you done her 
any harm ? " 

I answered wearily : " I have not ; you ought to 
know by this time that my principles forbid cradle- 
robbing;" and in the fewest possible words I ex- 
plained her having Bruja, her matinee-idol crush on 
me, and my hope, blissfully fulfilled, that he might 
escape her wiles and free me from her. Diana never 
winced, nor forgot her r61e for an instant; and 
Merry answered with blatant confidence : 

" Huh ! Leave it to me ! But it's time we were 
starting on our rounds " — ignoring the Kid alto- 
gether. 

" My motor is at the gate; let me take you wher- 
ever you are going," said Diana sweetly. 

" That Eagle Knight motor that had all those 
write-ups? Let me look at it. I have a Mercedes car 
with their new Knight engine, and believe poppet 
valves are as dead as Hamlet." 

When Juggernaut in all his majesty stood before 
him, his eyes flashed with admiration, but he said 
disgustedly, " Think of a girl driving that ! Let me 
see how she moves." Slipping into the drive seat, he 
touched the spark and throttle, and the motor purred 
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like a happy cat. ^^Hop in for ballast, Paul, or 
somebody may think I stole it.'' 

I did, and we started as smoothly as she could 
have. Changing speeds, we shot past Loxhurst, 
slowed carefully for the plunge down the hill over 
the railroad tracks and the rayine bridge, turned east, 
and let her out. 

^^ They'll just be finishing breakfast at Laurel 
House," remarked Merry carelessly. 

I stared at him as I would at Phaeton driying the 
stolen chariot of the Sun God; waiting for the 
thunderbolt of Jupiter to strike him. But nothing 
struck, and slowly my numbed senses accepted the 
miracle; Diana had been left at the post! 



CHAPTER XIV 

THIRTY CENTUEIES OP CRIME 

AT seventeen minutes past one next morning, with 
the moon riding low and tired, we opened the 
door of Cranston's labelled ** Garage '' (no- 
body locks things up in the mountains) and ran 
Juggernaut in. I had curiosity enough to switch 
on the light to see how he looked after his cruise. 
Merry had set the trip speedometer on the way to 
Laurel House, and now it read llTVio miles — some 
cruise! Then I began extractmg things from the 
depths of his armored body, carefully avoiding the 
chewing-gum stuck thick to the dash and other con- 
venient spots. First a perfectly good green and 
white Scotch plaid. 

" Caspital Merry, didn't the Friedman girl from 
the big kosher hotel beyond Hunter bring that for 
her chum to sit on in the bottom of the car? " 

"All I can say is that it wasn't what the fair 
Friedman sat on while in the car." 

"Nonsense! But she must have been romanti- 
cally stirred to have forgotten it when she got 
home." 

" Maybe they were some of those we sent home by 
train?" 

'* Qtden sabel It's one mad maelstrom of whirling 
skirts, and * Oh, Mr. Merryweathers,' * Oh, Mr. Wor- 
dens,' to me." 

" Me too; I never got so jolly well girled in my 
Ufe!" 

I pulled out a very fine, hand-knit white sweater 
which had a sentimentally familiar look; when I 
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smelled it, I was sure, suid folded it carefully over 
my arm. 

" Huh ! I don't have to guess twice to know 
that's the blonde Einstein's at Laurel House ! " 

I hastily resumed rummaging. " I'm sure I don't 
know, but whosever it is, she'll come back for it." 

" If she doesn't come back on you for more than 
that, you'll be lucky ! " 

In turn I collected another sweater, which neither 
of us could identify; four copies of The Stenogra- 
pher's Magazine; two nearly empty boxes of Park 
& Tilford's and one of Huyler's chocolates and two 
of Repetti's caramels; a half-crocheted, man's silk 
necktie, with needle and ball of silk; three paper 
novels, two bound books, one silk and one cretonne 
work-bag, a purse, two gold pins, and three hand- 
kerchiefs. Suddenly I touched something soft and 
furry in the comer of the seat which madie me yell 
and jump back. Merry prodded it out with a stick 
and exhibited six Titian puffs sewed together. 

" They'll never claim that ! " 

" You bet they will ; they'll say it's made of their 
own hair. Anything else ? " 

He rummaged carefully, shook his head, and shut 
the car door, " Only the chewing-gum and half a 
peck of assorted hairpins and a few buttons; we^ll 
leave 'em for Diana ! " and roared. 

We jplodded wearily through the silent village, the 
low moon casting our giant shadows far ahead of us. 

" Some joy-ride! " said Merry meditatively. " I 
haven't had so much fun since the regiment left 
Kentucky." 

" Our tefiunrplay is still good." 

" The best ever ! " 

Diana beat Yuan-kai to my sleep at 4 : 58 next 
morning — no, confound it ! The same morning. 
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Mr. Merryweather drives so well, I'm going to 
let him keep Juggernaut for three days — till 
Thursday." 

" Why, that's very sweet of you, Diana, and we'll 
both " 

" A girl is coming to visit me Thursday, and 
I'll have to have it for her." 

** Certainly you shall ; and I'm glad you're taking 
my advice and having some of your friends to amuse 
you." 

" She's twenty-thi*ee or -four, so I hope you'll 
like her. I've ordered a saddle-horse for her by 
'phone. It will be here to-morrow, and will you try 
it first?" 

" Of course ; and if it isn't thoroughly trained, 
I'll break it and give you Medea." 

" Oh, Paul, thank you so much! " 

A fiendish idea bobbed up in my brain. " Not at 
all, Diana ; but could you stop in here for a minute 
between eight and nine? " 

" Yes, indeed ; if you want me ! " 

" And yodle outside the window. I love to hear 
it." 

"Oh, do you?" 

Merry was game, and 5 : 45 saw us in the saddle. 
When we returned at 8:15 Gallo was perceptibly 
flattened out, and thought he had been carrying one 
of those timber-covered Seguinia Mountains which 
hem in our Manicaragua Valley in Cuba ; but it's an 
ill wind that blows nobody good, for Duke had been 
able to keep up with us all the way! Twenty-four 
hours of mountain air had done their work, and 
the " first breakfast " Merry ate made Tad look 
like a piker — even before he fell in love! In pur- 
suance of my idea, I manoeuvred him and his cigarette 
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over to the east divan, and hovered near the west one, 
where I had laid a certain forbidden French book. 

" Well, Merry, have you decided whom you are 
.going to rush ? '* 

He checked them off on his fingers. " Step-Ma 
Pollock " 

" What ! But she can take you into court? " 

" So can any darned woman if you're afraid of 
'em; but she's particularly suffering. Next Bertha 
Marston, the Red-Head at Loxhurst, and that black 
Juno at Laurel House." 

"Say, take the field!" 

" Punk ! What's four women when they're well 
scattered and doa't know one another? " 

Through the west window came Disuia's yodle. 

" Dash it! " said Merry, " it's that Kid again ! " 

" And keep your manners with you ; remember 
she's lending you Juggernaut ; " and I picked up the 
French book. 

The yodle went soaring away, to come stealing 
back in sweetest echoes; at last it sounded in the 
hall. I sat down in Diana's characteristic attitude 
on the divan, my left leg in green-mixture knickers 
and green and yellow speckled golf stockings hanging 
down shamelessly. As she came in the door, I looked 
up from whatever forbidden French book I was rea^ 
ing, and smiled. 

" Poor Diana ! " I said, and looked down again at 
my book. 

I heard the stamp of a tiny heel on the cement 
door-sill, the bang of the lower half of the front 
door — ^we keep the upper half open. Diana had 
fled ! The Worden blazon was avenged ! 

Merry stared. " Gee ! What struck her? " 

" One of her own gags I turned on her. We can 
start now' as soon as you like ; you know — 
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A terrifying thought froze my speech and 
blanched my cheek, so that I could only stare at him 
in horror. He stared back, evidently thinking I 
had gone batty; then he struck his fist into his left 
hand. 

" Gosh! '' he said, and the same expression froze 
his face. 

" But who? " I groaned. 
" Search me ! " 
" But how many? " 
" Dash it, Fm no census enumerator! " 
" It couldn*t have been all we saw? " 
" Darned near it ; if you missed *em, I tipped 
'em.'' 

" We'll have to close the house ! " 

" They'd break in and strip it for souvenirs." 

" It's true ! " I moaned. " But there's " 

His face brightened. " Yes, Yuan-kai ! " 
I clapped my hands, rather feebly; Yuan-kai 
stood in the doorway. 

" Yuan-kai, we have invited an unknown number 

of girls for breakfast; circa '* and I looked 

appeallngly at Merry. 

He scratched his head, " Circa — trenta! " 
" About thirty," I continued. " As soon as ten 
arriveji begin feeding them, whether we have returned 
or not, and so continue until the end. Lock up all 
the upstairs rooms, and I will tell Sefiorita Einstein 
to watch this room, to the end that they steal nothing 
as souvenirs." 

" Muy hieUy SefUrr; '* and we started out for 
Juggernaut. 

" I'm stuck on that name Einstein," soliloquized 
Merry. " It's got a tang ; you can't mistake it for 
any jail-bird Puritan stock, or cheap Huguenot, or 
pot-beUied Holland Dutch." 
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" Sort of musical/' I answered abstractedly, my 
mind still weighed down. 

" What? '* said Merry, staring. 

I felt my face contort with a new anguish, and 
muttered, " Did we — did we invite Mrs. Grundy.? " 

Merry stopped short. " Have you gone dippy? " 
and shook me hard. 

I came back : " No, I feel better now ; come on." 

We headed Juggernaut west, minus the gum and 
hairpins ; Merry said he wanted to see Bertha Mar- 
ston with the dew on her. I thought that was a pious 
scheme, because the dew, falling on both the just and 
unjust, must hit Marjorie, and Marjorie's crimson 
color scheme and long black braids would be mighty 
becoming to dew- jewels ; then, it's always interesting 
to guess which of a woman's cheeks slept on the rose- 
leaf and stole its color. 

We struck the bungalow again at 12 : SO, with 
two skirts packed in Juggernaut. They were super- 
fluous, for the visible noise of a Kaffee-BHatsch bil- 
lowed out door and windows. How many girls we 
fed, using the table as a buffet crowned with a giant 
Rhine wine cup, I never knew, because I forgot to ask 
Yuan-kai. Joyous hilarity soon possessed us, and 
we kept it up till Marty distributed the lajst guests 
in the stilly moon glaze, working three rigs. Only 
four of all the guests stand out in my memory — ^why 
would be hard to explain. Merry has never been able 
to decide how many in his, except that it was an odd 
number greater than three. He's superstitious about 
a few things, such as the luck in odd numbers and 
walking under ladders. But we agreed we had never 
pulled off a better team-play. 

When we came down to ride next morning we 
gave one simultaneous yell. Instead of Medea, a 
blood-red bay gelding carried my saddle ; some horse. 
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if I ever saw one ! In a minute we had his saddle off 
and were fiercely discussing his points in Spanish, 
both appealing to Yuan-kai, while we felt every inch 
of him in vain for a blemish. I wouldn't have said it 
aloud, and I would have licked or tried to lick Merry 
if he had said it, but the bay was just Bruja two 
hundred and fifty pounds heavier and three inches 
taller at the shoulder! If that doesn't make him 
immortal, nobody ever will be. Once up and on the 
road, I found he was Kentucky bred, with six gaits 
and trained as a hunter besides. So I came back 
from the ride with a very warm spot in my heart 
for Diana; and when I found a note from Aunt 
Emeline, lost in the shuffle of two days' unopened 
mail, asking us to dine Thursday evening, I accepted 
out of hand and cut Merry's kick mighty short. On 
such straws hangs our fate ! 

But the shock I got about Thor — for so I chris- 
tened him, as he was red and fiery and a king among 
horses — ^was nothing to what came to me as we were 
ushered into the salon at White Birches next evening. 
I greeted Aiuit Emeline, Diana, and the Episcopal 
Rector, and presented Merry, I trust, but I have no 
slightest recollection of it; I was too busy feeling 
the personality of a girl who stood with her back to 
us, looking nonchalantly out the window. Merry 
felt her, too, and, being primitive and direct, mut- 
tered something in reply to his hostess's greeting 
and walked toward the window, while the Rector 
poured on his momentarily dammed flood of words. 
As Merry joined her, the girl turned haughtily, show- 
ing her profile, and from under her long, curled 
lashes thirty centuries of crime struck through his 
heart. Then she turned again to the view, though 
Merry pressed so close as to touch her dress and 
looked down at her as if he would devour her. A hot 
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wave of love for my chum surged through my heart, 
as if he stood in some instant danger, and I felt a 
wild impulse to cry out: 

"Kill her, Merry! Stamp in her cursed face!'' 

It was a flash of the true, prophetic Second Sight, 
such as has come to me several times In my life. Yet 
even as it flashed I knew it came too late ; for Merry 
had met his fate, his sexual, mental, and moral com^ 
plement, the antithesis and antonym to all that he 
was and felt ; till every nerve in her body and thought 
in her mind drew the opposite in him with resistless 
force, screamed out a challenge to it: 

" Master me, dominate me, possess me, if you 
dare ! ^ 

For while Merry stood close to nature and the 
ground, almost a savage, she was the last word of 
thoroughbred caste.. Caste bred so fine for so long 
that the humanity had been bred out of it, and it had 
become decadent, impotent for any useful effort, 
sexless save for the accidental form of its outer shell, 
and so as incapable as unwilling to reproduce Itself, 
.save by corrupting other souls to its own Image. 
As the primitive passions boiled in his blood, the 
satiety of a hundred lives froze In hers; as he was 
kind and straightforward, she was inherently cruel, 
treacherous, and hating. Then a breath of fear 
passed over me as I realized that Merry's danger was 
only in a less degree my own ; I was physically enough 
like him to feel that if she clung to me and feigned 
the looks and words of love and passion as I knew she 
could feign them, I should yield to her, urged on 
by the very knowledge that she was almost Incarnate 
evil ; while the dramatist in me exulted In such a vision 
of classic decadence and burned to study It. 

The last Valois clinging to Navarre In confessed 
impotence and futility, had something In his face of 
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her, Poppaea an her banquet couch in Nero's Golden 
House, writhing under her transparent drapery, 
blazing jewels, and falling rose-leaves, deliberately 
firing every heart in turn, even to the guards and 
slaves, had this girl's face. That monster of all the 
ages, Heliogabalus smiling in his woman's paint and 
dress under the crimson awning of the amphitheatre 
as he gave the signal to close the doors and massacre 
the spectators, had her face. I saw a thousand pamr 
pered Patrician beauties, outraged and butchered by 
Alaric's Goths, lying in the sacked and burning 
palaces of Rome, with her disdainful smile frozen 
upon their lips. The fountains plashed on for the 
dead alone, their marble basins and the mosaic pave- 
ments smeared with blood; stifling smoke eddied 
among the gashed columns and through the torn 
draperies; but under it each, one of those classic, 
scornful faces, tinged by the glow from the burning 
rafters to a mocking semblance of life, was hers ! 

A sharp pain in my wristj and the vision vanished. 
Diana held it between her thumb and two fingers, and 
had dug in her nails till two drops of blood showed at 
their ends, while she stared before her, reading the 
picture in my mind. I gently loosened the steel 
hooks, and, flashing at me a look of triumph and on 
the couple jn the window one of hate, she hissed in my 
ear: 

** I know now who will blow away ! " 

Dinner was announced, the still babbling Rector 
led in Aunt Emeline, and the couple at the window 
came toward us. 

** Eileen Forbes," was Diana's introduction. 

It woke a distant echo of familiarity which died 

immediately, and I found her looking at me with 

the smile I had just left on those dead faces. After 

one glance into her eyes, I felt if I watched them long 

19 
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enough every crime of history would pass before me. 
She raised her eyebrows ever so slightly. 

" Is the dramatist too famous to have a name? " 

" Not yet," I said; "but you are famous by a 
thousand names through a hundred civilizations." 

The faintest candle-glow of a smile flickered over 
her face, yet I knew she had understood me and was 
not ill-pleased. At dinner, she was graciously in- 
clined to impack her social gifts for our edification, 
amd proved herself witty, cynical, and absolutely 
cosmopolitan in her view-point. Even the Rector 
dammed his air current to listen, and after dinner 
attached himself to her Uke a barnacle, though 
Merry glowered at him from her other side. Diana 
almost glowered at Aunt Emeline and me, whom I 
felt were the most congenial persons in the party. 
When the Parson came back to earth and found it 
was eleven o'clock by the stars, he was sadly agitated ; 
but Merry was furious because I insisted on our 
going in the touring-car with him to save it another 
trip; we having driven Juggernaut up for dinner 
and gratefully retumed/him — only one day late ! On 
the ride Merry gloomed in a black rage, and the 
Rector babbled to deaf ears, but I sherlocked out two 
facts : first, in the shift of horses Diana had buncoed 
Agnes out of her rides, as neither Gallo nor Thor 
was suitable for a woman ; second, the name of Eileen 
Forbes finally returned from my subconscious* mind 
>8LS that of the society grafter girl who had " steered '* 
Diana's friend Beatrix in her affair with the actor. 

Though perfectly game, the Patrician showed 
next morning she wtis too delicate for the hard hikes 
the rest of us were used to, and as she refused to 
be left alone with Merry, away from the house, we 
had a very tame ride. To my joy, my guest accepted 
their invitation to first breakfast, leaving me free 
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to put in a good morning's work till they all arrived 
in the touring-car for second breakfast at the bunga- 
low. Merry piloted us on a long drive in the after- 
noon, with many stops for short rambles. During 
these, I noticed the girls had developed a team-play 
not to allow him to sneak Eileen off alone, but I 
couldn't fathom exactly why. When they deposited 
us at home and Diana took the wheel, I had to use 
force to keep my Cave Man from going back to din- 
ner with them. My blonde girl from Laurel House 
and her chinn whom he had rushed hard for four 
days came to dinner, and we drove them back early 
to dance; but instead of the joyous foursome we 
expected it to be, it proved a frost. Merry had 
utterly lost interest in her, and took so little trouble 
to conceal the fact that we all parted in a rage, and 
I swore to go my own way and give up hope of team- 
plays till he recovered from the Patrician. 

Next morning I refused to ride, and made him 
mount Thor, telling him he would look far handsomer 
than on Gallo, and he went off smiling. It's wonder- 
ful what you can feed people with a sugar-coating! 
Diana raged and stuck to Eileen like a burr, and 
when Merry got sulky and rude about it, the latter 
ordered him home the way she would have a Nubian 
slave in a previous incarnation. I heard it from 
both sides, and they agreed. Merry brought Thor 
in at nine o'clock in a lather of sweat and so badly 
done up that my soft collar grew hot. 

" You infernal brute, to misuse a horse that way 
unless it's a case of duty or life and death! To 
get mashed on a girl, and when she sits on you take 
it out on a dumb beast ! A king among horses like 
Thor, probably foundered by a thmg among men like 
you ! If he is, you shall pay for him, and I'U bet he 
cost eight hundred or one thousand dollars. Wash 
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his mouth out, and walk him up and down in the 
shade for an hour ! " 

He answered sullenly, " I can pay for any 
damage I do ! " but unsaddled the bay and carried out 
my orders. 

He kept out of my sight tillDiana arrivedwith the 
Forbes, and two cablegrams in her haiid, as an excuse 
for breakfast; then he sneaked in behind them with 
a great bluff of dignity. The cables were not what 
I had expected from Bacon Ardway. Aunt Emeline's 
indignant letter and Diana's palliating one and cables 
had at last caught him motoring in Holland, and had 
neutralized each other — evidently he had not received 
the newspapers. He colorlessly enjoined obedience 
upon Diana, and salved his sister by assuring her she 
had full authority to do whatever she thought best, but 
that Diana seemed well and happy, and that the heat 
on the continent was intense. I cursed the money- 
grubber under my breath, for I knew that nothing 
but his coming could rid the moimtains of the Copper 
Cataclysm. 

After that Eileen refused to ride, and it really 
was too strenuous for her. So Diana generously 
sent Medea back to me, and she and Agnes returned 
to their alternate arrangement of morning rides, 
while the Patrician slept, and Merry stuck to us or 
lost us, as his humor dictated ; and a most surly and 
unsavory humor it was. Eileen had at once discov- 
ered his line of least resistance, and simply hypno- 
tized him with her sensuous, delicate body, occasion- 
ally allowing him to touch it lightly, but I am sure 
never to kiss her; while with the fewest words she 
unchained his " hot-air treatment," and let it blow 
over her as harmlessly as his perpetual pipe or cigar- 
ette smoke. Yet when we or others were near, as at 
table, she took her fascinations out of their moth- 
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balls and became the life of the party. Often her 
heartless sarcasm stung Merry without his knowing 
what hit him, and as he evidently repelled her as 
strongly as she attracted him, I could not fathom her 
motive for fascinating him; certainly she was too 
lazy and enlightenedly selfish to spend hours a day 
with him just to show her power. 

He dropped Bertha Marston and all the girls he 
had revelled in with such Cave Man enthusiasm for 
the first four days, like hot potatoes, and looks of 
pique and anger followed him in public and even 
spilled over on me, till I had to take precious time 
from work to jolly them up and curse him to them 
as a worthless renegade of the Tad type. Instead 
of the untrammelled freedom and seething campaign 
of spoliation I had planned for his visit, it was as 
quiet as a funeral,, and threw me with Diana more 
than -ever, and with that pair of dead ones tagging 
on behind, so that I could not work as if she were 
alone. In short, I knew I was buncoed, and that 
another of my petards had hoisted me! Naturally, 
I became as pleasant as a demon to the other three, 
which completed the ravelling of everybody's nerves 
and made Diana suffer keenly; yet she seemed to 
find the few hours a day of my society it brought her 
worth the price, and far better than the total absti- 
nence of the first days. Her summoning the Patri- 
cian to her aid had proved a master-stroke, but I 
often caught her looking at her ally and Merry 
with hatred and contempt. 

Five days after the Forbes's arrival we dined at 
White Birches again, but Aunt Emeline was under 
the weather, and not only provided no third man, but 
excused herself immediately after dinner. The Pa- 
trician had been distrait and moody at table, and 
now shortly rejected Merry's suggestions to sit on 
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the veranda or other discreet spots, so the four of us 
drifted into the library. Ab*e€uly the August nights 
were cool in the mountains, and the wood fire gave 
both creature and romantic comfort. With the gen- 
tle manners of my present humor, I pushed the best 
arm-chair to the edge of the fine cinnamon bear-skin 
hearth-rug, stretched out my legs, and blew alleviat- 
ing rings of cigarette-smoke, allowing the ladies to 
shift for themselves. My artistic creations were 
tousled and dispersed by Eileen's throwing hersdf 
full length on the rug at my feet, drawing a snort 
from Merry and a glare from Diana. She looked 
as graceful and evilly fascinating as a snake, and 
when she turned on her elbow and rested her head on 
her hand, there was the cold cruelty of a snake in 
her eye and languid, thoroughbred voice as she spoke 
to the other two. 

" Do you know that in the five days I've been 
here I have never been able to speak to Paul alone 
for an instant? I often try to join him, here, at the 
bungalow, on our walks, but before I can do so Diana 
is beside him or Merry is beside me. It has happened 
too often to be accident, so it must be fear and 
jealousy." 

Naturally, it was Merry who rushed in. 

" Why, can't you see he's got no use for you? 
I've watched him pretty close, and when he happens 
to look at you, he can't see you, but just goes off into 
one of his dope-dreams thinking about people years 
and hundred of miles off ! " 

" Are you sure he never takes me with him? " 

The dramatist admiringly scored a bull's-eye for 
her on both targets! But shots of the mind will 
never cripple Merry. 

" A-w, he's too full of his plays and other women 
to know you're alive I" 
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** You don't dare give me a chance to find It out ! " 

Before his dogged obstinacy coidd set and be- 
come unshakable, Diana had riddled him with her 
scorn. 

" Don't you know she has accused us both of be- 
ing jealous cowards; and that if we don't give her 
her chance it will be proved true? Are you shameless 
enough to want to give people the right to call you 
that to your face? This is my house, and Eileen is 
my guest, and she shall do whatever she chooses. 
Come with me instantly ! " 

He followed her in a daze, and at her gesture 
slammed the door behind him. Eileen looked after 
them with the scorn frozen in those dead faces. 

" Well done^ Patrician ! " and I slapped my knee 
in enthusiasm. 

The scorn and snaky coldness went out of her. 

** Why do you call me Patrician? " 

I told her with absolute frankness my thoughts 
at first seeing her, painted dramatically every scene 
she had called up, and watched curiously what the 
effect would be. Unmistakable pleasure flashed more 
and more brightly in her eyes until I finished, then 
they grew soft and dreamy, and she mused half 
aloud : 

" Yes — ^yes — the scorn frozen in those dead faces 
tinged with a phantom glow by their burning homes. 
Yes, I was there — ^I was they. Poppaea, Heliogaba- 
lus, the Valois, I am all of them, for in my heart I 
have no sex, and have often writhed in envy at what 
the world calls their crimes, knowing I could do more ! 
But you are the first to believe it, and by your word- 
paintings of my soul have given me the joy of seeing 
myself in a mirror for the first time, of reading ad- 
miration of my true self in another's eyes." 
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**A11 of that and more, Patrician; to have seen 
and known you has been a baptism of power for the 
dramatist.'^ 

Raising herself to her knees, she said fiercely: 

" Then, show your power ! Show me to myself 
and to the world in the mirror of your books and 
plays! Show them what I could have done in all 
those other lives while I do what I can in this ! Show 
them thirty centuries of crime ! " 

I felt a tremendous current passing into me, and 
kindled with enthusiasm. 

" Yes — ^yes ! I could write plays around you that 
would teach our hypocrites the glory of a lost soul ! " 

She writhed her slender body against my knees, 
to sink her long pink nails into my shoulders like 
claws. 

" Ah, that is the master-word which shall bind 
me to you forever ! For that I will be your familiar 
spirit, your servile fiend; no genii in any tale shall 
come and go and act at your lightest wish more 
slavishly than I." 

She beat her fragile body against my broad chest 
like a spray of white lilacs buffeted against a house 
by the gale. Yet her body remained cold to the 
touch ; she was more a supple, frenzied statue than a 
woman. I felt what I reasoned Merry had felt 
from her, as her physical and moral complement; 
and the same terrible desire to conquer and possess 
this beautiful, evil, sexless thing. Yet for a moment 
my traditions dammed the flood. 

" Eileen, you chose Merry freely and deliberately 
fascinated him ; since you have, it would be twice dis- 
honorable in me to make love to you : once because he 
is my friend, and once because he is my guest." 

She held herself at arms* length while her eyes 
blazed. " Freely? I chose that hulk of beef freely? 
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Don't you know I am buried under debts, my credit 
utterly gone? Diana paid me five himdred dollars to 
come here, and promised me one thousand dollars 
more if I could fascinate Merry so that he would 
make you have her round and not take you off with 
other women." I stared at her too dumfounded to 
speak, and she went on vindictively: "Yes, that 
gray-eyed child bought me as one of those dead 
patricians would have a slave to fascinate some 
dandy she could not herself, and through him ply 
you to her will ; with no slightest concern as. to what 
might happen to me at the hands of such a brute ! " 

I considered judiciously. " It was war, and I 
blame neither of you. Diana had the right to use 
her money or any other resource in her fight for hap- 
piness; and you who are the sport of heredity, left 
defenseless by fortime, did right to sell what talents 
you had ; and because Merry might easily be as brutal 
and dangerous as a Cave Man, you were all the braver 
to do it." 

She closed her eyes for a minute, then whispered : 

" How fair you are ! I dreaded so telling you 
about the money, but knew I must show all to win 
your trust. Oh, if I could only put you in my debt ! 
If you would only set me work to do — a hundred 
tasks — how patiently and diligently I would labor 
at them! At anything under heaven you wanted 
done, right or wrong, good or evil, as the world calls 
things, for those words mean nothing to me. Or if 
you will not put yourself in my debt, at least, let 
me deserve your trust by paying for what you have 
given me." 

The red tide swelled even with the top of the 
dike, dashing angry spray over it every instant. 

** If you find you cannot love Merry after you 
leave here " 
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** tove him ! He makes my flesh creep ! Then I 
hold your promise? And — I am going to make him 
marry me.'' 

" Not " I cried, half starting from my chair. 

But she clung to me with furious nervous 
strength, and forced me back. Six inches away, her 
burning eyes challenged mine. 

" You don't believe I can do it? " 

" Of course you can. I believe you could marry 
me, you fiend ! I spoke in expostulation ; for the sake 
of all of us, don't. Merry is as suspicious as a 
savage, and horribly jealous. He will find out you 
hate him, and probably kill you. You would destroy 
each other like fire and water, and until then you 
would live in hell, yielding your decadently refined 
self to his material nature. Then, he has only a 
quarter of a million, in trust funds which nobody can 
touch ; and you were made to squander vast wealth." 

" I know it ; I could use its power to the f idl ; 
but from my assured position as Merry's wife, I will 
fascinate that vast wealth and rid myself of him to 
devoiur it; so some one will soon buy for a greater 
price what he buys now. But were they a hundred, 
each more repulsive than the* other, I can stand it for 
the power's sake. They will be but passing shadows, 
while you will fill my head and heart; and for you 
and your fame as you reveal me to the world I shall 
really live." 

She pressed her lips to mine, and the red tide 
poured over the dike and roared in my ears. Then 
another sound stole through it, faint enough to be 
a memory, music — yes, a piano. . . . Ah ! The 
prelude to our German song. . . . Now Diana's 
voice: 

" Werni die Schwalhen heiniwdrtz fliegen " 
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No crash of hoofs at the end of the line; just 
the song soaring on louder and clearer with every 
bar. Diana! A breath of pure air from her tore 
away the miasma that was stifling me^ and behind it 
the cool, resistless flood of the deep, deep sea came 
murmuring in and engulfed the red tide. 

I stood up and thrust Eileen into my chair like a 
wisp of crumpled straw, and walked out on the 
veranda. The cold, balsam-laden night filled my 
lungs, the stars blazed near and guiding. I had been 
acting in some monkish miracle-play, some pagan, 
allegory — ^that was all. From the darkness I turned 
and looked back into the room I had been in four — 
or was it forty centuries ago? That scornful smile 
was frozen on her lips, and the fire-glow tinged her 
pale face to a mocking semblance of life. 



CHAPTER XV 



HASTA LA vista! 



I STOLE round the comer of the veranda and 
peered through one of the open French win- 
dows of the parlor. Merry sat with his back 
to the piano in an attitude of sulky rage, puffing 
out clouds of smoke. Jealousy and suspicion were 
stamped so strongly on his face that I realized Eileen 
had made no idle boast of what she could do with 
him, and that almost any lie she chose to tell would 
break our long friendship. It hurt me to know that 
— one of the biggest hurts I'd ever had. And even if 
she didn't make him quarrel with me, she'd make him 
marry her, and he would be ninety per cent, dead 
to me, like my other married once-chums ; and Merry 
was the last of the real old ones left but one. A 
deserted, lonesome feeling stole over me out of the 
night ; instead of thirty-five, I felt fifty ! 

My eyes swept himgrily roimd the familiar room, 
looking for comfort, and paused a moment on Diana. 
She had finished her song, though I hadn't noticed it 
before, and sat bending slightly forward from the 
hips, her long, muscular arms in their short lace 
sleeves spread wide, her hands gripping the mahog- 
any at either end of the key-board till her fingers 
seemed sinking slowly into the wood before me. With 
head thrown back, her eyes pierced the future like 
lance-points and held some cherished, longed-for 
vision spiked to the car of on-rushing Time. What- 
ever she wanted, that way had to be, had to come! 
Such will-power and faith as radiated from her must 
compel fate — shall always compel fate! 
300 
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Surely she was not always so dramatic and inspir- 
ing as this? Or had some veil been rent for the 
moment, so that I could see and feel it? What a 
champion she could make, what an ally ! Realization 
dawned on me : she had saved me from betraying my 
friend to-night! Oh, I owed her a good turn for 
that! And gratitude warmed my heart so that the 
blue devils of lonesomeness vanished, and I felt 
twenty-five instead of fifty. Why, she had actually 
become a refuge! Diana, from whom I had fled as 
from the plague, a refuge ? Surely that was the mad- 
dest paradox of all! Diana made into a chum to 
fight all the lonesome hours? At least, no cursed 
woman would get her away from me, as they had my 
men friends ! From the immeasurable distance where 
her thoughts were fixed, she sensed me near her in 
the darkness, turned, and smiled. I clapped my 
hands as I came in and called: 

" Curtain, Merry ! The understudy couldn't fill 
the part, and the leading lady refuses to go on with- 
out you." 

His face brightened. " Well, I could have told 
you you had no chance; your fake sentiment will 
never bamboozle her ! " 

" Never ! But there's things we have to be shown 
to believe. Scat ! " 

He went out into the hall, and I heard the library 
door open and close. Diana never moved as I came 
up behind her and stared contentedly at her long, 
flat back, the way the copper glory ended at her 
neck, or rather began, without any frowsy short 
hairs; the layer of muscle under the transparent 
skin, which made the neck as firm and round as a 
wrestler's — when she was eighty the cords wouldn't 
show in it! I laid my hands lightly on the deltoid 
muscles of her shoulders, to see if they were as hard 
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as they looked, then her forearm, and sighed with 
content to find them ahnost as hard and smooth as 
the dull gleaming mahogany. Looking down, I saw 
her bosom rising and falling like a bellows. Infernal 
gods ! Would she never be a woman? 

" Sing ! " I said, and sat down where I could 
watch the long, straight line of her jaw, and idly 
wondered where my black butterflies had gone. 

When we got home, Merry was in such spirits he 
refused to go to bed, but sat cross-legged on the foot 
of mine in his pajamas, poisoning the mountain air 
with cigarette smoke, alternately dilating on Eileen's 
charms and gibing me on the failure of my famous 
romance and sentiment to dent " the best girl of all." 
I had lots more of the same treatment during the 
next few days, and found the clever girl was playing 
it as one of her strongest cards ; composing sentimen- 
tal speeches and repeating them to him as having 
been made by me, then ridiculing both them and me, 
and taking the attitude that she had given me that 
interview and drawn me on to do my best to prove 
to him once for all that I could never interest her. 

Also, she took pains to show me by subtle looks 
and intonations that she considered my treatment of 
her on that famous evening due to a rush of childish 
loyalty to the head, which I would soon outgrow 
near her, and that all should yet be between us as 
she had planned it. As she tightened her net round 
Merry, Diana's attitude toward me seemed to worry 
her more and more, and whenever the Kid was out of 
hearing she made sarcastic speeches about my Kin- 
dergarten and cradle-robbing being sure signs of 
old age. I am convinced Diana knew her employee^ 
was trying to knife her with me, but scorned her. 
Altogether, my life was so inter^ting and busy that 
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the first half of August evaporated like a mist wreath 
out of Catskill Clove. 

The tide of summer visitors swelled to its maxi- 
mum, and every building was jammed and gorged 
till it groaned and creaked in warning of explosion, 
and still the heavy trains came panting up the grade 
and deposited their freight of youth and enthusiasm, 
full of tales of the city's heat and dust, which brought 
sadness to those who now began to fill the trains on 
their journey down-grade. On the 14th of August 
three memorable events happened: first, I finished my 
pencil draft of Act III, and it seemed good to me; 
second, Agnes promised to go on the stage and to go 
down at once for a stiff course of coaching at a 
dramatic school; third. Merry and the Patrician 
announced their engagement. He clamored for a 
marriage within the month, but she set the end of 
September; also, being determined "to dress the 
part," announced " they '' would go down on the 
16th. I decided to go too, and take Agnes to intro- 
duce her to Hartley, who was to produce " The * A ' 
String," and had just returned from Europe. The 
First Scream was game, and as her father was living 
in their town house, it was perfectly feasible. The 
two girls were well off from their mother's estate, 
so the question of his consent didn't worry her at all. 

Watching the matrimonial noose settling day 
by day over Merry's horns had depressed me greatly, 
and I tried to see something of my chum alone that 
last day, to have a deliciously melancholy talk over 
old times ; but not till Nobody's Grandfather's Clock 
chimed 12: 30 a.m., and he came into my room in his 
pajamas, with four boxes of cigarettes, and sat down 
cross-legged on the bed, did I accomplish it. The 
sun flamed in the east window and the cigarette 
boxes were empty when I put him out ; and does any 
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one suppose we'd talked sentimentally of the good 
team-plays we'd pulled off together — I telling about 
those which had been especially good for me? Not 
at all, and nothing like it ! I only opened my mouth 
to snore in rare moments of oblivion, or cough at 
the ever thickening blanket of smoke and murky 
current of his hot air! He did all the talking, and 
about nothing but Eileen. Her end of their bargain 
began to look much smaller than it had ! 

News of Merry's engagem^it spread as only 
Man-tidings can in the Catskills, even to the train 
of their departure. So when the Worden, Ardway, 
Pollock, and Sinclair households converged upon the 
Stenog & Saleslady depot, we foimd it held by a 
serried phalanx of Amazons, led by those with whom 
the recreant had philandered for a day ! Grim deter- 
mination flattened their lips, and one hand was hidden 
in their skirt or sweater. I sensed these hands held 
small paper bags ! For thia reason I projected Agnes 
to the west end of the platform, and as the all- 
Pullman monster came grinding to a stop, whisked 
her into a different car from Merry's. Looking 
back, I saw him start Eileen up the steps, and the 
air turn yellow with hurled paper bags and white 
with thrown rice! Not till the train passed Hunter 
did we go back and take our seats with them, to find 
the porter still sweeping out rice, and the passengers 
gasping and chuckling. 

Next day I had Hartley meet Agnes at lunch, and 
she not only made a dent in that astute manager, she 
made a perforation! He even drove with us to the 
Dramatic School, and put the fear of God in the 
obsequious manager better than I could have, agree- 
ing in the main to the course I had mapped out. So 
my diaphanous First Scream was like to be the hardest 
worked woman in New York for the next two months; 
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beginning at 8 : SO next morning. Afterwards at the 
office Hartley quite enthused over the first two acts of 
" The ^ A ' String," and urged me to rush the third. 
Then his glance became very penetrating, and he 
asked: 

" But what does Miss Sinclair think about Miss 
Pollock?" 

** She doesn't say what she thinks so much as she 
looks it ; but before she leaves the mountains I'll get 
her talked out on the subject and clear the air." 

** That would be very wise, very wise indeed ! " 

Home again, my first ride was to begin the cam- 
paign of jollification of Marjorie, But heavens, what 
a frost I struck ! And no mere man could have f or- 
seen the funnel she used to concentrate the vials of 
her wrath. It was my shameless betrayal of the 
innocent and trusting Diana for that outrageous 
blonde Pollock flirt, who would never be able to take 
even a walking part, and only faked interest in the 
stage to ensnare me ! I saw that I had my work cut 
out for me. 

While I was taking my second cold shower of 
the young day, Diana's yodle came stealing in the 
window, and when I got downstairs she was sitting 
in her characteristic attitude and looked up from the 
worst forbidden French book of all, De Said's 
M^moires, and murmured : 

" Poor Merry ! To be blown away by a cream- 
puff ! " and looked down again at her book. 

I plucked her from that divan and gave her a 
shaking which might have taken the edge off her 
strong white teeth. 

" You cursed Copper Cataclysm ! To rob me of 
my best puddin'-chum and then joke about it!" 

She laughed five bars punctuated with gasps and 
gurgles before she could speak. 
20 
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" Well, if you kill me, it was worth It ; and I'd 
rather die that way than any other. How those 
girls soaked them with rice ! And won't Eileen make 
him the tamest big house-dog ever seen — ^and they're 
ten times tamer than any lap-dog ! Ugh, the brute ! 
He's just as conceited as you are, with none of your 
excuses, except that his carcass Is a little bigger and 
handsomer ! " 

" Oh, well. If you prefer that stony regularity of 
feature to the mobility of Intelligence! But there's 
nothing conceited about me." 

The chimes jangled miles off the key as laughter 
tied her In knots. 

" Oh, Paul— after that speech ! " 

** Nonsense ! But I never believed you could rout 
Merry; I'm going to give you Machlavelli for a 
middle name.^' 

" Be careful what you put In the middle for the 
sake of what comes at the end." 

"Ardway? Punk!" 

" No, Worden. Punk and double punk ! " 

" Not on your life! I've had such a scare seeing 
Merry led into the corral to be branded that I'll 
be safe for years." 

" Oh, she'll soon take her brand off and turn 
him loose for a richer ! But she'll make you love her 
In the meantime, so you and he will be parted, any 
way." 

"She can't. I won't!" 

" Let me hold your wrist and see how near you 
came to it in our library that evening? " 

" Didn't you promise never to use your power to 
spy on a woman ? " 

Her face froze. " If you want to treat her as a 
woman, I have nothing to say." 
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** Not a woman? Of course she's a woman ; what 
else could she be? *' 

" I have nothing to say." 

I could not conceal my surprise. "But what 
made you say she's not a woman ; how did you know 
she was practically sexless ? " and I sat down beside 
her. 

" I supposed she could make herself anything she 
wanted to." 

" Practically she can — except the outward form 
stamped on her body," 

Diana mused, " No, I didn't really believe she 
could change that. We're past miracles." 

" But what do you think she is? " 

" An evil spirit sent to earth." 

I lowered my voice. " Diana,, I am utterly 
amazed at your penetration ; for again you are prac- 
tically right. Her body was produced by natural 
laws of heredity and decadence, but the soul to fit it 
— where did that come from? How many centuries 
ago was that lost? " 

She leaned close to me, " Tdll me what the evil 
spirit wants of you? " 

** It wants me to feed its vanity by showing the 
world in plays and books what tremendous crimes it 
has committed in the past." 

She gasped and leaned closer yet. " Then, those 
pictures she called into your mind of the dead Patri- 
cians and all the rest were true, true? " 

" Yes," I muttered; " yes." 

Again I sat before the library fire at White 
Birches, again Eileen threw herself at my feet and 
drove the others from the room; again she wove her 
temptation round me to feed her fiend's vanity, till 
the red tide flooded my brain as she pressed her lips 
to mine. Then Diana's song soared in from the moun- 
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tain night, and I was saved, and felt the same warm 
rush of gratitude to her. A deep, happy sigh dis- 
pelled the vision, and the real Diana let her head fall 
on my shoulder. Looking down, I saw she held my 
left wrist and had lived the whole scene with me. 
With the glow of gratitude still on me, I let her stay 
a moment and whispered: 

" Yes, it was your song saved me. Fancy you 
being my refuge ! " 

Her head swayed further back, and her eyes 
opened and looked into mine. They were very dark, 
with just the faintest happy tear-mist softening 
them, if anything could make them softer, and that 
wonderful look I had seen in them when Juggernaut 
sprang into space. I had to put her to reading Act 
III instantly, and fiercely combated all her sugges- 
tions. But, confound it ! That seemed only to make 
their reasonableness sink further in ! 

Father Maboney and I came to blows when I 
read it to him. At least, he shook his fist at me and 
said I was no dramatist, and he'd never darken my 
door again till I learned to be; and I held the door 
open and said never would be all too short an interval 
between his visits! So for the first time the gray- 
headed, slightly stooping figure walked home alone 
from my house. No, not alone — for Duke is too 
thoroughbred to forget his manners for wounded 
vanity, and before the Father had taken six steps he 
was trotting beside him. At the gate the Priest 
stooped and patted him and tried to make him go 
back, but the real gentleman of the Worden family 
stood as if his legs were rooted to the ground, looking 
toward the village; so they walked on together. 

I went back into the library, lit a cigarette, threw 
it away ; lit another and threw that away ; took down 
Doumic's " Le Theatre nouveau " and settled in my 
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easiest cKair. But the types might as well have been 
Russian or Chinese for all the sense they conveyed to 
me, and I flung the book on the divan. Imagine 
flinging Doumic! I paced the room, lit a cigarette, 
threw it away; poked the flre till it went out, and 
walked into the hall. There I picked up a golf cap 
and a black-thorn shillalah the Father had brought 
me the last time he was home, and started out to look 
for Duke. I met him a third of the way back from 
the parsonage, but just kept idly on till we stood be- 
fore the house. The Priest was walking round his 
bedroom, but must have heard my step on the gravel 
path, for he raised the shade and looked out. Then 
he picked up his candle and left the room, and as he 
came downstairs I saw it flicker through the fan-light 
in the hall. Now the door opened, and he shaded the 
light with his hand and peered into the night. Duke 
started right up the steps, but the Father didn't 
say anything; just held the door wide and the candle 
high. 

Next morning I scored out five whole pages, 
which it took two whole brain-cudgelling days to 
replace with an entirely new scene. I knew the old 
one was wron.g when Diana read it aloud, but it was 
Father Mahoney's agreeing with her that it was, 
which made me mad. I apologized to them hand- 
somely, though — and to Duke. 

The weather became perfectly glorious, the air a 
champagne bath ! We had had rain enough to keep 
the brooks running and give a record crop of huckle- 
berries; actually, along the bluff toward Jacob's 
Ladder the ground was blue with them instead of 
green ! Alas, that they could not last forever ! But the 
raspberries drove them out, to yield the field in turn to 
the blackberries. Why, every pair of lips and fingers 
in the mountains was stained with them, except three 
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or four of my best girls who could keep only their 
fingers black ! Nature certainly understands artistic 
contrast to bring the blackberries and golden-rod 
out together; though mountain laurel and huckle- 
berries wake very, very tender memories in my heart 
and otherwheres. Then, as if jealous of the golden- 
rod, the birch trees flamed into yellow and the won- 
derful pageant of autumn had begun. 

Ah, cruel fate of a workaday world, to pack the 
long, heavy trains down the grade just as the moun- 
tains come into their kingdom! Why can't we all 
be authors or dramatists, and do our work where we 
find our inspiration? Surely a heavy obligation lies 
on those who are, to pass on all the romance and 
enthusiasm they can collect to those less fortunate. 

Bruja and Thor were skimming us through the 
sharp morning air past Upland Farm^ where the crop 
of summer tents had vanished from the lawn. I 
called back our La Finca cattle-yell to cheer on Duke, 
plowing behind us like the dreadest dreadnaught of 
them all, and it roused Diana from her reverie. 

" Gallo is getting as fat as a seal since you turned 
him out to grass; and I believe Bruja already loves 
Thor better than she ever did him.'* 

" Yegua mas voluble I " [Oh, most fickle mare !] 
"Is that so?" She cocked her ears and looked at 
me knowingly, " Smverguenza tw! " [Thou shame- 
less one !] , and I went on in Spanish : ** That ever the 
guama trees should whisper to the guinea grass, and 
it should spread up and down our valley, that the 
Pride of La Finca Ranch loved a red beast of the 
north better than her old playmate Gallo ! " 

She knew I was scolding her and turned her head 
as far away as she could, like a sulky child. 

** And what will the other horses in Cuarton No. S 
say of thee — ^Dichoso^ Nifia, and thy colts, Ramon 
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and Chispa, and all, even to the big Hereford bulls 
with their white faces, who came from the north 
themselves, and all the cattle down to the bleating 
calves? " 

She tossed her head disdainfully. 

** Right, O Pride of the Manicaragua Valley and 
of my heart ; for since thou lovest me who am from 
the North, thou shalt love what is under my North 
Star, and not waste even the dust of thy trail on the 
best that lies imder the cursed Southern Cross ! '' 

I held out my hand, and she swerved in and 
nestled her velvet nose in it. 

" How wonderful ! " sighed Diana. " She under- 
stood every word. Tell me what you said? " 

I told her, and she fell distrait again for so long 
that I grew provoked. 

" For heaven's sake, talk, sing, chatter, stay 
alive ! What's been the matter with you for the last 
two days; are you writing a play? " 

She shook her head gravely. " No, but I've got 
to live one. Cables from Father." 

" Why didn't you read them to me? " 

" I was afraid of offending you. He must have 
received those American papers and met some friends 
at Homburg who told him stories about us." 

Acidly: " Why paint the lily? " 

" Oh, don't be horrid to me, Paul ; this is a real 
trouble. He has ordered Aunt Emeline to close the 
house and take me away from here immediately, or 
he'll come over and do it himself." 

" I'm glad there's a little backbone inside his 
money-paunch ! " 

" I told Aunt Emeline I'd go to a hotel and hire 
a chaperon if she did. She's coining to see you this 
morning," 

" I'll go to see her whatever time suits her." 



812 DIANA ARDWAY 



(( 



No, she wants to be away from the servants." 

" Very well ; but you and I had better settle this 
out of court. You must go down with her on 
Wednesday." 

"I won't!" 

" Then I shall go and finish my work in town. 
I want to watch Agnes and the scenery for the play, 
and Marjorie is getting restless here — oh, a lot of 
reasons ! " 

" Would you really leave the mountains at their 
best and work in that stuffy city?" 

" Yes, anything for a principle. It seems, I've 
got to prove I'm neither a cradle-robber nor an 
heiress-hunter." 

" I will go Wednesday," 

" Then, you get one of the best good nuirks you 
ever had." 

She sighed dejectedly. "Oh, I hope so! You 
don't know what it's costing me. If you only cared 
for me, and I knew you wouldn't forget me, but would 
keep a comer of your heart for me, where I could 
build up from later on! But you don't, and you'll 
plunge into that gay life round the theatres, and for- 
get I'm alive. Oh, Paul, I can't leave you! It's 
giving up my chance forever ! " 

" No. When I said I'd give you a good mark 
for doing this, I used the wrong word. I say now 
I'll give you a square deal and keep that comer for 
you. I'll see you at reasonable intervals in spite of 
everybody, and when I'm out of the country I'll 
write. That is, until you change your mind." 

She clutched my hand in both hers and squeezed 
it like a vise ; then threw back her head and laughed 
scornfully at my last sentence; then turned grave 
again. 

" Now I'm brave, now I'm not afraid ; your trord 
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Will never fail me! But what shall I do? Fll die in 
Boston; I won't go as far away as Europe; and if 
I stay in New York, I'll have to come out ; they won't 
let me stay quiet ? " 

" You must go to college." 
College? " 

Yes, Smith or Wellesley; near enough Boston 
for Aimt Emeline to keep an eye on you. Take 
matb^natics for ballast, work harxl at your music, 
and all the literary and play-writing courses you can 
get." 

" What a gorgeous idea ! It's just what I'd love ! 
But suppose they forbid it? " 

" Do it, any way ; for this time you will be in the 
right, and public opinion will back you up," 

" I will, I will, and how hard I'll work to make 
you proud of me! Oh, Paul, you've cured all my 
troubles again ! " and she tried to kiss my hand. 

" Steady, steady ! " 

Aunt Emeline's gratitude to me for extricating 
her from an impossible situation was pathetic, and 
she readily agreed to the college scheme, all her tra- 
ditions being strong for education. When I helped 
her into the touring-car after promising to dine at 
White Birches, I felt that we were friends for life. 

Diana must have done her packing by " absent 
treatment" and been a swift help in closing the 
house, as she was at my side at least ten hours of their 
two remaining days, in all kinds of changing, irrele- 
vant moods. One subject of argument was where I 
should tell her good-by. 

" Why, at the station when I see you off." 

" No, the real good-by must be when we're alone 
and in some place you often go — your library — so I 
can think of you in that familiar background. It will 
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be easier for me to come back to you, and for you to 
think of me.'* 

" There's a lot in that. Don't the French say, 
* To part is to die a little '? So it's well to part in 
a comfortable place for our part-ghosts to fore- 
gather." 

" I knew you'd imderstand ! " 

She insisted on riding as usual Wednesday morn- 
ing, so we stopped at the bungalow to get the 
good-by over. I admit I was a little nervous, but 
hoped she'd be reasonable. She seemed like to, for 
she flitted quickly round the library, touching every- 
thing in aff^ectionate farewell, even the forbidden 
French books, which showed their hard usage, and 
the furrows she plowed in my book-shelves with the 
Japanese sacrificial cup. Last of all, she struck a 
handful of crashing chords on the piano, took her 
stand under the west window, and said: 

" JVjTow ! " 

"Now what?" 

" Tell me good-by." 

I took both her hands, rather consciously. " Oh, 
not good-by! Remember your Spanish lessons — 
Hasta la vista! " [Au revoir.] 

" Si Dios quieret " [If God wills j she answered 
with a catch in her voice. 

I released her hands, but she stamped her foot 
and shot forked lightnings from her eyes. 

" You fool ! If you don't take me in your arms 
and kiss me, I'll never go ! " 

Well, she had been very good; and they had to 
catch the one o'clock train; and as long as it had 
to be done, it might as well be done brown; so I 
picked her up in my arms and held her tight and 
kissed her on the forehead and left cheek and turned 
her head and stooped to kiss the right, but she was 
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too quick for me and caught it full on her moist 
parted lips. I set her down hard and stepped back, 
conscious that something curious had happened to 
me. For one thing, I realized that to her innocent 
heart it had been a sort of — ^well, a consecration, a 
sacram^it. Afterwards, I tried to recall the other 
sensation I had felt, but it had already sunk into the 
subconscious mind and escaped me ; perhaps it would 
come out in the pictures. 



CHAPTER XVI 

TO-DAY ! 

A GREAT restful calm embraced our mountains. 
I could write at my stand-up desk or tickle 
my typewriter — ^without wondering if a pair 
of gray lance-points were piercing my back ; I could 
enter my library without entering a solo guessing 
contest as to what colored silk stocking hung down 
from the west divan; my supply of candied fruit 
would now last till we returned to Cuba; and my 
forbidden French books would cease to wear out! 
Now and then I stopped pounding out Act III on 
the keys and paced a turn through the room, and 
once Yuan-kai stood at the open door and looked in 
— which was rather odd of him. When the parallelo- 
gram of simlight from the west window reached the 
hearth-rug, Nobody's Grandfather's Clock chimed 
five-thirty, and I called Duke and strolled toward the 
village. 

Caspita! How deserted the place was ! I'd no idea 
the summer people had thinned out so; not a dozen 
in sight at Haines Falls House, and about eight at 
Loxhurst. I wished Brown Eyes was back ! But at 
Smith's store I met some girls I knew and was intro- 
duced to all the others in sight, and after cheering 
up on soda and candy we walked over to see the six 
o'clock train come in. It was a long, heavy one, and 
would bring a much-needed reinforcement to our 
dwindling ranks. Vain hope! One Pullman had 
about a dozen passengers, and two ordinary cars 
twenty more ; the others were all " dark," to carry 
the people down-grade next day. By some oversight, 
316 
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1 dined alone, then drove up to dance with the Pride 
of Laurel House, But when I told her what a splen- 
^d time we'd have almost by ourselves till Labor Day, 
she grew uneasy, and at last confessed she had 
accepted an invitation to visit at Arveme, Long 
Island, and was going down Monday! How could 
an Einstein escape Arveme? 

Diana's 'phone pried open the portals of my sleep 
a,t 4 : 59 a.m., and I had to beat it into her that 
reveille had been put back to 6 : 30 on account of the 
shortening days. She said they would stop over a 
few days in her Father's New York house, though it 
looked like a tomb with everything sheathed in white, 
till the servants come down from White Birches ; and, 
besides, she wanted to see her trustee before going to 
Boston. When I came down to mount, it was Bruja 
carried my saddle, and I'm afraid we made our- 
selves quite ridiculous in our joy. We had so much 
to tell each other we took it very easy, and that gave 
Duke a chance to keep up and join in the conversa- 
tion. Especially we said over and over what a soul- 
satisfying calm had embosomed our lives, till we could 
really be to each other what we had been in Cuba. 
Qtie suerte! 

One of Bertha Marston's admirers arrived in his 
car for a few days ; and at dinner those two " flats- 
to-let " couldn't talk of anything but theatrical 
" shop " and the Rialto ; who was back, and who 
had engagements, who were theatrically married or 
divorced, and such a Kaffee-Klafsch of gossip I was 
afraid they'd put the Broadway Itch in Marjories 
and talked against the heat and dust and smells of 
the city as if I were trying to buy a comer house from 
them. But every actress has it in her blood, and by 
the end of August has to migrate to Broadway, 
no matter how good a contract she has tucked away ; 
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and when they dined with me Saturday, she an- 
nounced she would go down Tuesday ; that she had to 
get her clothes, and wanted to study her part, which 
was ready for Acts I and II, etc. — ^punk! And I 
told her so ! 

I was grouched and pounded out my work sav- 
agely. When you're mad, nothing is more irritating 
than peaceful calm and just impassive nature to 
anathematize ; what you crave is the crush and heat 
and smell of a howling mob b^it on some devilish 
errand. I had people to every meal, but between the 
embalming calm sweJlowed me again till I'd pace the 
library and kick my desk, and it took a gruelling 
effort to concentrate on my work, and I made five 
times my usual mistakes in typing. At least twice 
each morning and afternoon Yuan-kai stood in the 
doorway watching me, and went away without a 
word — really he was developing an extraordinary 
habit! And when I ate only one filet of pescado 
minuto [fried fish], and one spoonful of my favorite 
omelet, at breakfast Monday, he stared at me in a 
most annoying way. But I'd been up to Laurel 
House and come down on the train with The Pride 
to see her started, and though the weather was 
glorious and it was only the 25th of August, every- 
body I cared for wa^ jammed on board. Things can 
get too darned calm ! 

Seeing Marjorie off next day didn't improve mat- 
ters, and when I tried to type I felt so lonesome and 
depressed that I went out and searched the village 
till I collected a party, and stuck to them like a burr; 
and after that I went to the post-office at mail times 
every day, and was introduced to all the people in 
sight, so as not to be left utterly desolate. Diana 
didn't 'phone Wednesday morning, as she had every 
other, and I couldn't stop wondering what was the 
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matter with her. She had told me her Interview with 
her trustee had been perfectly satisfactory, and that 
she was tutoring with a Wellesley graduate who 
hoped to get her in with only one condition. But 
'what ailed her not to 'phone, particularly to-day, 
a whole week since she had left? 

I turned into the road to Onteora Park to pass 
White Birches ; I thought it would please Aunt Eme- 
line to know it was safe. But my thoughts kept in 
the same groove, and as We came to the spot of our 
first meeting, the crash of hoofs burst out of tho 
ground beside Bruja and galloped away toward the 
west! I sat half stunned, and felt the cold sweat 
trickle down my forehead and the back of my neck. 
The mare heard nothing, but sensed something wrong 
with me, for she stopped short, whinnied uneasily, 
and turned her head Vay round to look at me. 

I pounded fiercely at my typewriter, but was 
always conscious of the strain to concentrate on my 
work, which generally carried -me as far above the 
world as Aldebaran. Diana 'phoned at breakfast 
time with a new tone of languor in her voice, and I 
ffot out of her that she had lain awake nearly all 
Sght making that dangerous psychic effort, and had 
fallen asleep at four in the morning dead to the 
world and alarm-clocks. What I said to her was good 
and plenty ! As if I hadn't enough things to worry 
me without her burning up her health and energy 
just when she needed them for hard study. Caspital 
If I could have reached her, she'd have been well 
shaken for once! 

Next morning I rode Thor, and, carefully avoid- 
ing the neighborhood of Onteora, just soaked him 
out to the quarry. As we halted at the brink and 
I peered down on its jagged, dust-covered rocks, out 
of the ground beside me crashed the hoofs and gal- 
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loped off toward the west, right over the yawning 
chasm before me! With the first shock of fear, the 
question flashed through my brain, "Why do they 
always gallop toward the west?" and so naturally 
curious is the human mind that I straightway forgot 
my terror in trying to answer it. When Diana 
'phoned next day I asked her, and she answered in 
an awed tone: 

" Please don't think me conceited, Paul, but I 
think we must believe that in some way the hoofs link 
my fate with yours, and you hear them dying away 
in the west because the train which carried me away 
from you ran toward the west first. And if — if I 
ever come back to you, it will be from the west, and 
you will hear the hoofs coming from that direction." 

I told her that was such a romantic and poetical 
explanation that I would make myself believe it, 
and, since they only linked me with my refuge, they 
should never terrify me again. Of course that was a 
fool thing to say, because she asked, " What 
refuge?" and I had to tell her the strange idea I 
conjured up about her when she saved me from 
Eileen. She didn't answer for so long I thought 
she'd rung off, but at last she just whispered: 

" Oh, Paul ! '^ 

No sign of the hoofs on the ride that morning, 
and I chuckled to imagine them peeved at being 
found out. But as I came down from my shower, 
they crashed right out of the divan where she used to 
sit, passed through the wall of the house, and died 
away in the west ! They no longer worried me, but 
my general nervousness and depression increased, and 
I noticed foxy Yuan-kai served very small portions 
on his dishes, for fear of offending with the sight 
of much food the crank my stomach had become! 
As the days dragged by, I became less peevish, be- 



TO-DAY 821 

clause I was growing indifferent to everything, yet 
xmore depressed and lonesome as the few remaining 
familiar faces melted away down-grade. The mind- 
jjictures helped me, and Father Mahoney was a tower 
of strength for subtle sympathy and intelligent 
criticism ; but I often caught him looking at me with 
a curious expression — especially when I ate. 

On the third of September, at five o'clock in the 
afternoon, I typed " curtain " under Act III, and 
felt as if High Peak had been lifted off my shoulders. 
It fairly burned my fingers till I got it off by regis- 
tered mail! That evening I dined with Step-Ma, 
Artist, and Second Scream, and was quite gay, 
though neither of them would poach on what they 
considered Agnes's preserves. Now, for a sister and 
a step-mother in the manless mountains, that was a 
shining shield of honor ! In the morning, Diana was 
gleeful at my finishing the play, but, strange to say, 
my joy had evaporated, and I was bluer than ever. 
I knew to what it was due, for I had been through 
it before. When some finished work goes from me out 
into the world, it is as if somebody who had lived 
with me and in every corner of my mind and heart 
for years had died and been carried away, leaving a 
dreadful hush and lonesomeness in the house. But 
this was worse than usual, due to the jangled condi- 
tion of my nerves, though what in pipe was jangling 
them I couldn't imagine. 

Two mournful days crawled by. I wore them 
down lolling round in the open, because my bungfiJow 
was haunted by the dead characters of my play. At 
first I tried to stick to people, but none of them 
helped me, and I ended by flocking off with Bruja 
and Duke, trying in vain to plan some new work. 
Inspiration was dead, the Muse had deserted me! 
I had grown too ambitionless to entertain guests, and 
21 
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the wood fire and shaded candles on the table flickered 
over my joyless solitary dinner. Yuan-kai came and 
went through the elfin light as noiselessly as his giant 
shadow passed and repassed along the eastern wall. 
He had opened a pint of champagne and exhausted 
his art in dainty, whimsical dishes, but nothing 
tempted me; I simply mussed up the food on my 
plate and fell into an aimless reverie till he changed 
it and put something else before me. Coming back 
from one of these trances, I found him watching 
me with such a curious expression that I said : 

" Lo siento^ Yuan-kai, but I can no longer eat 
even your cooking which I love so well ; I fear I am 
about to be ill, perhaps a fever, la cdLeniura '* 

In the fantastic half -darkness, Yuan-kai's power- 
ful figure dilated till it towered above me, taking on 
the imperturbable calm of some gigantic eastern 
idol seen through an eddying mist of incense. Slowly 
he raised his right arm as if to draw the veil from 
before the face of Fate, and laid his hand upon his 
heart. With staring eyes and gaping mouth, I 
watched him till the outline of his bulk grew wavy 
and indistinct, then I cried out: 

"I? In love? With whom?'' 

He passed from my line of sight, but returned 
in a moment with a flat object which he propped up 
before me and went out the door. It was Diana's 
photograph. Then I knew ! 

An unknown and undreamed of joy welled slowly 
up from somewhere, from everywhere, and filled my 
being ; and oh, causa raral that sensation lost in my 
subconscious brain when I kissed her lips, came back 
and matched exactly; it was all one piece! I kissed 
the photograph many times, then clapped my hands 
hard. The Chinaman stood in the doorway with 
anxiety stamped upon, his face. 
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" Yuan-kai, another bottle of champcigne, and a 
glass for you to drink her health! And why don't 
you give me something to eat? Haven't you got a 
thick steak in the house? '* 

For the first time in eight years Yuan-kai smiled 
from ear to ear ! 

I waked at two a.m. famished with hunger, and 
seized my crimson quilted dressing-govm for a raid 
on the ice-box, as the September night was sharp. 
But beside the bed stood a large plate of sandwiches 
wrapped in a damp napkin, and a quart thermos 
bottle full of ice-cold milk ! God bless Yuan-kai ! 

I cut right into Diana's first sentence on the 
'phone. 

" Yuan-kai found what's the matter with me, and 
I've proved he's right. I'm in love ! " 

The shuddering gasp beginning in life and end- 
ing in death from lips as a knife goes through the 
heart ! 

" Diana, it's perfectly grand and wonderful ! I 
feel more a god than a man ! And whom do you sup- 
pose I'm in love with ? You'll never guess ! *' 

Silence ! 

** Go on, guess ! " 

A fluttering whisper: " I can't. Tell me — ^tell me 
quickly ! " 

" Why, you! " 

A long, long, happy sigh! 

I buzzed all over and in and out and criss-cross 
those Catskills like a giant bumble-bee, exuding hap- 
piness and cheer, but with the appetite of a flock of 
buzzards swallowed by a school of sharks! Every- 
body beamed back with : 

" Glad to see you looking yourself agfiin, Mr. 
Worden ! " 

I chuckled at their fatuousness, for now I was 
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looking myself and Diana t6o ! She 'phoned twice a, 
day, and was as gay and happy as I, though her 
Father violently combated, both by cable ^nd wire- 
less, her going to college, as he had steamed on the 
fastest ship for New York. Also, she frequently 
mentioned the tenth of September, as if it possessed 
some cabalistic power, but was too busy to explain 
what. The blessed, cheering hoofs came more and 
more often — I suppose because I thought of her so 
much — and the plots of a thousand plays whirled 
through my brain so fast I couldn't seize them, but 
it was glorious to feel such an exuberance of power! 

The mystic tenth of September passed in a golden 
autumn haze, with the woods a flame of splendor; 
but nothing remarkable happened, and the eleventh 
came in its stead. If possible, my spirits rose higher 
than ever; I simply basked in the beauty roimd me, 
which seemed made to express my happiness; yet I 
felt and knew that each hour was storing up a giant 
force within me to come out in useful effort later. 
So I got back to the bungalow only as the six o'clock 
train whistled and the horizontal beams of the low 
sun fired the western window. I paced the library 
humming to myself, for, instead of being haunted 
by ghosts from the last play, it was crowded by all 
the characters I had ever created, splendidly alive; 
for they laughed and chatted with each other and 
with me, and one tall, distinguished figure whom I 
knew to be only twenty-three, though he looked older 
from his weight of responsibility, linked his arm with 
mine and seemed to draw every eye as we passed; 
and often I caught the whisper, " The Constable of 
France." 

I paused to listen to a horse galloping far up the 
road near the village. . . . When I looked up 
the room was empty ! He came on toward the bxmga- 
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low at headlong speed, and with a slide and scrape 
of gravel turned in the gate, dashed through the 
closed oak door, crashed his steel shoes on the cement 
hall, and on Into the library at my very feet, then 
down, down, down, into the bowels of the earth! 
With a shudder of awe, I raised my eyes from the 
spot where he had sunk. A figure stood beside the 
west divan flooded with the sunset glow. It was 
Diana's spirit ! At last she had achieved the miracle 
of all the ages, for it was herself to the very life. 
Then a dreadful fear gripped my heart : perhaps she 
was dead, and this was really her spirit! I gave a 
piercing cry, and staggered forward with out- 
stretched arms. She sprang into them. It was no 
spirit. The Hoofs had come out of the West and 
gone home ! 

At last I set her down and asked : 

" What persuaded you? " 

Diana straightened up and squared her jaw. 
" I was nineteen yesterday, the tenth, and Father 
arrives to-morrow to take me back to Europe with 
him for yearsl " 

I squared my jaw and pointed over her head, 
** I see The Moving Finger write on yonder wall 
TO-DAY ! '' 

I clapped my hands, and Yuan-kai stood in the 
doorway. He had on his three hundred dollar, em- 
broidered, mandarin coat, a new pair of plum-colored 
silk trousers, and a cap of the same which I had 
never seen, with a blazing yellow jewel in it. In his 
hand he held a bunch of joss-sticks with strips of 
Chinese writing fastened to them, 

" Yuan-kai, ponga sus armas. No, you won't 
need your guns. Bring Father Mahoney here in- 
stantly to marry us, and some other honorable man 
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besides yourself — the doctor or post-nwuster — as 
witness.*' 

" Muy bien, Sefior^ 

With a bow, he came into the room and distrib- 
uted the joss-sticks in convenient places and lighted 
them. I sensed they were Confucian prayers for our 
happiness, and said: 

Mucluu graciaSy Yua/nrTeai** [Many thanks.] 
Mtichas graciaSy YiMn-leai** echoed the Kid. 
No hay de que, Sefiora,** [It is not worth 
mentioninj^, Madam.] 

Sefioral The Copper Cataclysm a SeHoral I 
nearly doubled up ! 

" But, Diana, haven't you any luggage? " 

She poised the hat-pin she had just extracted. 
" Three trunks, and one of Lizette's. Marty is 
bringing them." 

And who the — punk! is Lizette?'* 
My new French maid, who weeps and refuses to 
eat luiless I let her brush and dress my hair two 
hours a day.*' 

" Bright girl! But where is she? *' 

" Sticking to the trunks — she's an experienced 
traveller ; " and extracted the second hat-pin. 

" But — er — where will she stay? " 

" She'll have to have one of the two north rooms. 
I'll take the southrwest one, and we will have one 
spare room left." 

" 0-h — ^yes — of course ! " 

She took off her hat and set it on top of my 
Japcmese bronze sacrificial cup! I fairly gasped! 
Then she drew a volume of De Said from the shdf 
and sank into her characteristic attitude on the divan. 
Of all the color schemes which had lured my eye 
there, I realized this was the first black silk one — so 
the best came a\. \3r<& ^i^d\ She opened the book, and 
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to my horror a fat, blonde, shell hairpin fell out, 
leaving a palpable bulge in the binding. I gna — I 
mean, in the old days I would have gnashed my teeth 
— and just breathed hard! 

" I sent a wireless to Father this morning," she 
mentioned. 

** Yes ? " I assented vaguely, still watching that 
bulge in De Said. 

" I dated it here and signed your name." 

" The devil you did! What did it say? " 

Married Diana to-day. Come and see us. 

I leaned heavily against the piano for a moment 
before I could mutter, ^ I'm glad you're moving in 
with the whole family ! " 

She looked up from the forbidden French book 
and smiled. 

" Poor Paul ! " and looked down again at her 
book. 

THE END 
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y the Author of "FROM THE CAR BEHIND 

The Unafraid 

By Eleanor M. Ingram. Three illustrations in color by Edmund 
Frederick. i2mo. Cloth. $1.25 net. Postpaid, $1.37. 

Readers of Miss Ingram's automobile racing story, "From 
the Car Behind," will remember with pleasiire the American 
impetuosity of that tale. 

" The Unafraid " is written in the same lively style, but the 
setting is more picturesque, being the rugged motmtains of 
Montenegro. Delight Warren, an American girl of wealth and 
position, two handsome Montenegrin officers, and Jack Rupert, 
of auto racing fame, are the principal characters. We are 
carried rapidly along from one romantic adventure to another, 
— a six weeks' courtship and betrothal, — ^an accident to the 
bridegroom, — a, secret auto journey made by Delight with the 
irrepressible Jack Rupert at the wheel, — ^an abduction, — a, series 
of exciting episodes in a castle on the Albanian frontier, — and 
a thrilling climax. It is a joyous, dashing, care-killing story, — 
a characteristic Ingram achievement. 



Thorley Weir 



By E. F. Benson. i2mo. Cloth, $1.35 net. Postpaid, $1.50. 

Mr. Benson's novels are remarkable for their lucidity of 
expression as well as their depth of insight into human rela- 
tions. In his stories one is sure to find a subtle analysis of a 
leading character who is possessed by some peculiarity of 
nature, whether good or bad, whiqh sets him distinctly aside 
from the crowd. Such is Arthur Craddock who endeavors to 
win Joyce Wroughton by devious means. The story develops 
through a series of episodes tmtil a striking climax, when two 
of Craddock's victims expose his methods. It is a story both 
grave and gay and Mr. Benson talks well about things that 
really matter. 



The Streak 



By David Potter, niustrated by M. J. Spero. i2nio. Cloth, ti^S 
net. Postpaid, $1.37. 

There have been numerous stories of the Philippines 
but it has remained for David Potter to do for the "Is- 
lands" in "The Streak" what Kipling's "Kim" did for 
India, and Hichen's "Garden of Allah" for Egypt. The 
author has handled his subject on a large canvas, and we 
see both the gay and irresponsible life in comparison with 
the more serious scenes in the heterogeneous Philippine 
world. The jtmgle also plays an important part in the story 
which recoiuits primarily the struggles of two men and two 
women. "The Streak" concerns Dick Nelson, rich, lov- 
able and debonair, who woos and wins Anne Churchill, a 
warm-hearted Southern girl. Their early married life in 
the Philippines is one of happiness imtil "the streak" 
breaks through the veneer of civilization, causing a chain 
of circumstances which holds the reader enthralled 
throughout. It is an exceptionally strong story of heroism 
and savagery, of wild passion and tender love. 



Ruth Anne 



By Rose Cullen Bryant. The author is a niece of the American 
poet William Cullen Bryant. Illustrated by Will Gref^. lamo. 
Cloth, $1.25 net. Postpaid, $1.37, 

The romance of Ruth Anne, sweet and womanly, and 
Dr. Hollander, a big, magnetic physician, is one of subtle 
beauty. Unconsciously they are drawn together by the 
similarity of their ideals. Ruth Anne, seeing the glorious 
possibilities in a life of service, at first takes up nursing as 
a career and later goes in for settlement work. In all of 
the scenes and incidents picturing her experiences the 
author brings us in close touch with a real and varied 
htmaanity, but it is the effect which some of the sordid 
realities of life have upon Ruth Anne that interests us 
most, and we follow intently the gradual unfolding of her 
character. Altogether it is a fine, realistic story, uplifting 
in its outlook upon life, and with a love story of rare 
naturalness. 



Two Charming Romances^ in Holiday Attire 

Lady Laughter 

By Ralph Henry Barbour. Ulustrated in color by Gayle Hoskins. 
With page decorations in tint and decorated title-page by Edward 
Stratton Holloway. i2mo. Handsome cloth. Boxed, $1.50 net. Post- 
paid, $1.65. 

The Barbour holiday book this season is a real pleasure- 
giving combination. 

Betty will captivate all readers. Richard HoUidge, grave, 
young scholar, athletic and manly, while strolling in his ^xden 
unexpectedly meets an entirely self contained yotmg girl in 
possession of one of his favorite seats. Richard is somewhat 
disconcerted and her cahn introduction of herself as a distant 
relative who is there with the intention of paying him a visit 
does not aid matters. But impulsive, imperious Betty, with 
her winsome ways and merry laughter, soon fills his quiet 
household with sunshine and song. She upsets things gener- 
ally and more particularly the heart and dignity of Richard, 
who soon adores her, — ^but there is another fellow, and many 
delightfully humorous scenes before we close this laugh-pro- 
volmg love story, — ^Ralph Henry Barbour's finest. The 
scenes are laid in the Berkshires and the pungent breath of 
the pines breathes forth from every page. 

A Rose of Old Quebec 

By Anne Hollingsworth Wharton. Author of "In Chateau 
Land," etc. Frontispiece by M. J. Spero, and seven illustrations in 
double-tone. i2mo. Beautifully bound in blue, white and gold. 
$1.25 net. Postpaid, $1.37. 

This charming romance produced in attractive holiday 
style is written in Miss Wharton's inimitable and entertaining 
manner. She has made use of the historical love affair between 
Lord Nelson, then a yotmg Captain, and a Quebec beauty. 
Their firet meeting is at a ball given in honor of the Captain 
and crew of the iUbemarle, at which affair, Mary Thompson, 
the heroine, dances the Matelote Hollandaise with Ensign 
Allan McGregor who later plaj^ an important part in the 
romance. Old Quebec with its many historical associations is 
the background for the first scenes of the story, which is brought 
to a close some years later in London where Mary Thompson 
and Commodore Nelson again meet, after the latter had won 
recognition for his heroic services to the Government. Despite 
several contretemps the story ends happily. 



" A Writer to he reckoned withy 

— Chictigo Record Herald. 

The House of Thane 

By Elizabeth Dejeans. Author of "The Far Triumph," "The Heart 
of Desire," "The Winning Chance," etc. Three illustrations in color 
by P. C. Yohn. i2mo. Cloth, $1.25 net. Postpaid, $1.37. 

Freshness of viewpoint and a power of revealing the true 
inner emotional life of men and women have won for Elizabeth 
Dejeans an important place in American Letters. 

**The House of Thane" is even more absorbing than the 
previous novels. It is a vital portrayal of the modem pirate,— 
a subtle study of emotion. The character of John Thane is 
remarkably well drawn and readers will be impressed by the 
truthfulness with which his passions and emotions are de- 
scribed and their effect upon his life brought out. From the 
moment when Thane realizes the shallowness of his wife until 
the climax, the story is a succession of dramatic and thought- 
stirring scenes. The gradual awakening of this strong domi- 
nating man to the true values in life through the devotion of 
Mary Kelly, a lovely young girl, child of the streets, is ex- 
quisitely done. 



"It has that quality of interest that coimts for so much in fiction."— 
New York Herald, 

"The book is a vivid reflection and disclosure of certaii), phases of the 
American human drama that are steadily looming larger in our social sys- 
tem." — Philadelphia North American, 

"Instinct with thought and feeling, tense and yet tender, this well told 
story is vigorous and absorbing." — Chicago Record-Herald, 

"Forcibly told from first to last. One does not know of any passage in a 

book of modem fiction that has more of swift, red blood, of nerves and muscle 

than the second chapter of * The House of Thane.* The author has one feel 

that scene throughout. The book's not merely entertaining, it is interest- 

^g, every line of it.*' — Chicago Inter-Ocean. 



-4 Strong Sociological Love Story 

**Lo, Michael!" 

By Grace L. H. Lutz, author of ** Marcia Schuyler," " Dawn of the 
Morning/' etc. Illustrated in polor by Gayle Hoskins. i2mo. Cloth, 
$1.25 net. Postpaid, $1.37. 

Novels dealing with the clash of social classes and 
the problem of the poor are very often iinpleasant 
reading, but this strong sociological love story is one 
of exquisite charm and sentiment. 

"Mikky," the little newsboy, saves the life of 
Starr, the baby daughter of a rich banker, from an 
angry mob. Through the banker's help and his own 
indomitable energy *'Mikky" rises to power, and 
not the least of that which makes him so appealing 
is his remembrance of the poorer class from which 
he arose. The story of how he and Starr eventually 
struggle through class prejudice to happiness, is 
developed through a series of absorbing incidents. 
Mrs. Lutz handles all her characters sympathetically 
and as the story grows in intensity, the social differ- 
ences which separate Michael and Starr are brilliantly 
contrasted. The story is free from any suggestion 
of socialistic motives, and is a most absorbing 
htiman chronicle. 

** It stirs to life the reader's kindliness and love of good." 

— Chicago Inter-Ocean, 

**^ wholesome, sweet, interesting, true book is * Lo, Michael,' by Grace 
L. H. Lutz." — Catholic Columbian, Toledo, Ohio, 

*'A virile romance, — one that leaves a splendid impression. It is well 
written with good character drawing and filled with incidents that cause 
interest to grow with each fresh chapter." — Boston Globe, 



A Brilliant Novel of Social Life y 

The Unforgiving y 

Offender 

By John Reed Scott. Author of "The Last Try." "The Colonel of 
the Red Huzzars,** etc. Three illustrations in color by CHarenoe F. 
Underwood. i2mo. Cloth, $1.25 net. Postpaid, $1.37. 

SECOND PRINTING 

**A strong and distinctly original novel." — Boston Globe. 

"John Reed Scott has shaken oflf the ghastly cloth of tradi- 
tion and come forth into the open to hazard a novel in which 
a woman who errs recovers her lost place among women who 
are good women merely; not anointed saints. 

**The book is brimftd of an atmosphere that is as bradng 
to jaded nerves as a day in the woods or the companionship of 
persons who exude the breadth of soul that comes to men and 
women who refuse to be tight laced into old-fashioned measure- 
ments of right and wrong." — Minna Thomas Antrim in the 
Philadelphia Record. 

"An original study of manners and customs of the day- 
scenes of lightsome gallantry, intricate social diplomacy and 
swift, animated action, Mr. Scott holds a bright mirror up 
to an important social class — in which, if they will, they may 
discern one of the subtlest and most interesting criticisms of 
them and of their frailties, follies and aspirations that has yet 
appeared in form of fiction." — Philadelphia North American. 

"An interesting portrayal of the problem of the woman 
who has transgressed the social law, and who repents and seeks 
rehabilitation. The book has its especial interest from its 
faithful pictures of society, and the wealth of characteristic 
types, from the bounders and climbers to the thoroughbreds 
like Pendleton Burgoyne and Gladys Chamberlain." — Boston 
Herald. 



A Splendid Romance of Love and Adventure 

The Road of Living Men 

By Will LevinIston Comfort. Author of "Routledge Rides Alone," 
"Fate Knocks at tiie Door,** etc. Frontispiece in color by M. Leone 
Bradcer. i2mo. Cloth, $1.25 net. Postpaid, $1.37. Second Printing. 

HIGH APPRECIATION FROM ALL QUARTERS 

OUifornia 

*' Mr. Comfort writes stories that are unlike any other. He has struck 
a new note in fiction.'* — San Francisco Argonaut. 

Pennsylvania 

"There are descriptive pages of high dramatic power, and few novels 
are so replete with epigrammatic sentences, terse, vivid and vitalized with 
poignant significance." — Philadelphia PMic Ledger, 

lUinois 

"One has no hesitation in classing it with the best romantic fiction of 
the day on either side of the Atlantic." — Chicago Record-Herald. 

Massachusetts 

"A fascinating love story, which is equalled only in charm by the 
author's delightful literary style." — Boston Globe. 

District of Columbia 

"Not even Maurice Hewlett can spread a more splendid tapestry 
whereon scene and incident, vision and dream, pattern themselves in 
ridi design and color." — Washington Evening Star. 

Louisiana 

"It is a story of strong interest, almost fascinating in its climax of 
adventure." — New Orleans Picayune. 

Ohio 

"A compelling, dramatic story written in a distinguished manner." — 
Cincinnati Enquirer. 

New York 

"A very vivid story which one reads with no halting interest." — New 
York World. 

Utah 

"This novel is sure to enhance the fame of the author." — Salt Lake 
City Tribune. 

Tennessee 

"The book fairly breathes optimism and joy." — KnoxviUe Journal- 
Tribune. 

Iowa 

"An absorbing story and one that should awaken admiration for the 

high standard it mamtains." — Des Moines Capital. 
Minnesota 

"A compelling dramatic story written in a distinguished manner." — 
Minneapolis Journal. 

Canada 

"This book will be one of the greatest sellers of the coming season." — 
Montreal Star, 



A Romance of Indescribable Charm 

Sally Castleton 
Southerner 

By Crittenden Marriott. Author of "The Isle of Dead Ships," etc 
Six illustrations by N. C. Wyeth. Frontispiece in color. i2mo. Qoth, 
I1.25 net. Postpaid, I1.37. 

SECOND PRINTING 

In this love story, brimming with action, the principal 
characters are Sally Castleton, the lovely daughter of a 
Confederate general, and Frank Raddiflfe, a Northern 
spy, who penetrates the Southern lines on a dangerous 
mission. Under peculiar circumstances Sally becomes the 
captor of Frank. Thereafter love and duty struggle for 
supremacy in the heart of Sally through all of the tense 
moments and exciting scenes leading up to the climax at 
the Castleton homestead. The author has written of war 
times with true art, and has conceived a romance of in- 
describable charm in vivid contrast to the dark shadows 
of the Rebellion. 

" It is a tale well told — ^the characters are drawn with unusual distinct- 
ness." — Boston Transcript. 

"A swiftly moving, entertaining tale of love and daring secret service 
work." — Chicago Record-Herald. 

*'A romance of indescribable charm pictured in vivid contrast to the 
dark shadows of the Rebellion." — Catholtc Churchman, New Orleans, La. 

"There are tense moments of wonderful emotional stress and Mr. Mar- 
riott has dealt with them soberly, yet with much power." — Philadelphia 
Ledger. 

"The story moves along with all the sustained interest and qtiick action 
of a well-constructed drama. It is a rattling good romance of the Civil 
War." — San Francisco Bulletin. 

"Must be read to the end — ^the interest is so intense and healthy." — 
Portland Oregonian. 

"A Civil War story that makes the blood tingle." — Boston Globe. 

"A delightful story oi Cwil'^at ^-^J' — BtooWv« Eagle. 
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